” 


“An unexamined life is not worth living. 


Project Art Book 
Proposal oi 


A Request 
for 
Free Use of Donated Room and Tables 
for a fortnight 
with the Intention of Creating an Artwork 
VIZ. 
A Book of Collages 


Synopsis 


I have collected fifty years of scrap papers, including various writings and 
sketches, and drawings of-for artworks, photographs (family, friends, street 
people and artists), newspaper clippings, and personal memorabilia—me having 
the intention all along of-for to create an “‘art book” made of pages of collages... 

The suitcase having contained this collection stored therein I carried into room 
205, at the Ritz Hotel (on Fort Street), twenty-five years ago [ ] but, after me 
taking residence here thirteen years ago, in room 322, it has since been ruined and 
trashed (because of bedbug infestation) albeit me yet has all those scraps of paper, 
of-for which I’d intended from the beginning to fashion into a book of collages— 
it to have two proper covers (16” X 20”), one of wood (back) and one a painted 
cloth-board, and a stitched spine (est. ~6” thick, i.e. ~1000 pages) covered with 
cloth (to which the covers are secured) and the spine again covered with leather... 
to be created so-with the intention of preserving said art in “book form,” either to 
be offered for auction at a reputable art auctioneer, such as Sotheby’s, or donated 
to a museum, such as the Museum of Modern Man—if acceptable for-to either. 

I had thought of leaving the edges ratty... but have since decided to trim every 
page smooth, to be inked white, and a simple design penned thereupon. 
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Scrapbook Proposal, for 
Dear i 


I am writing to you as you are i representative 
—and as the unofficial unelected mayor of the Ritz community 


We whom be me, Darcy John Bouchard, as in any of my pseudonyms, such as Sa¢jo, 
whom is a painter (of portraits), or Guigno Schmuerz, a writer, albeit me mostly tends to 
write under my birth-name now, or Buster Highman, a notorious guitar player, eh! As it 
is “we” so desireth access and short use thereof to the empty 

and some of the long tables, as were used whence us was called together for a 
“Ritz Town Hall” meeting, recently. 


Us Iself approacheth ye only because I know i supports the Arts, and artists, 
whereby me be such an artist in need of such support in the form of free use of a space 
but for a short time spread o’er a fortnight-or-so... 


What I propose me doeth if good to you, here, now, is that =] shouldst be so kind 
whereas to allow me such limited access feasible for-to me so having use of such space, 
and use of tables, that me shouldst straightway spread out those collected notes 
aforementioned so as to make chronological sense of them—and there are a lot of notes 
and scraps... enough for nigh on 1000 such pages as so said [ 

if so 

] then certain scraps of paper will be arranged together so as to form pages [ 

so forth 

] and these make into a book—see appended matter. 


It be not-so-much a lot of time which us hereby forthwith request of ye... but, simple 


daytime use of an empty space for a few weeks—us, which is to say me, let in and out by 
onsite staff, such as ae whom hath also been given a copy of this letter. 


Why!? 
Why have I thought to do this...!? 


The oldest of the scraps collected notwithstanding school pictures, for example, which 
form sort of an introduction in their own way, as the “scrapbook” be not-so-much a book 
of written text, in the nature of a book of collected words, but rather a collection of 
images — as collages arranged as a book. 


The curious nature of an unimplied importance to the concept of “a book of collages” 
hath much ado of import to the very nature of us as an artist forsooth it were as a multi- 
disciplinary artist, and one such given much o’er to creating works of collage and “mixed 
media” for several years, whence accepted as a practicing artist at the Bridge Artist-Run 
Collective Gallery, and Neutral Ground Art Gallery, in Regina (SK) [ 

] ere me me ostracized was from their sad lot, eh! Sure — and thet’s be a foolishe tale, eh! 
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Whereof it came to pass that the Bridge Artist-run Cooperative Gallery hadst must be 
closed... it were our good fortune to be that artist chosen who'd close the place with a 
final performance — for, strothe, us didst have a lot of experience on stage, in divers acts, 
as sech. Oi, but so long ago, hey! Anyhow, as part of that “grande finale” performance I, 
alone, collaged most of the entire inside of the gallery — a space about as big, if not 
bigger, than the Olde Gold place! I also stacked old tube radios and televisions, et cetera, 
and tuned them such that as the audience moved around these things, the sound and 
vertical-horizontal hold and static patterns was affected by them — them as electrical 
psychedelic-producing Theremins! Yet, no more, surely: Those days... that technology... 
forgath... forever anon, now... 


The collage ended up stapled by Reec to the inside of a forlorn building somewhere on 
the prairies, long abandoned and only visited by country kids looking for a place to hang 
out and-or party. 


On another note: I’d like to mention here that I’ve always collaged my room... except 
here, at the Ritz... because of bugs! Not that I’m complaining nor that us is overly 
perturbed by pestilence, nor indifference to such by you or anyone, as it is more honestly 
a problem — as most problems associated with group living in such a Single Room 
Occupancy situation, as here at the Ritz, are because of ignorant tenants, rather than staff 
or proprietors. And I’ve surely missed living within a collaged room, having four walls 
and ceiling collaged. 


Now that we be given notice to vacate, and it be naught what it once was insomuch as 
tenancy opportunities is concerned — and this was much discussed by us all present there 
at the first Ritz Town Hall meeting; so us mention not much more of it, eh! 


You and I will undoubtedly will talk more whence face-to-face, as to my options — if any, 
at all — not that anyone may have much great interest — if any, at all — yet people do tend 
to chatter together in passing. On that note it be myne hope to create said “artwork” 
having in mind it be given over to a reputable auction house — and us haveth certain such 
industries in mind, and at heart. Only knoweth, fellows, us seekest sech to incur receipt of 
at least at auction — albeit my professionalism towards completion of this 
artwork proposed will definitely affect value albeit it is unwise to judge a book by its 
cover. 


Oi! I know it is most likely that this be, in itself, a pipe dream and a waste of time. 
Regardless, I have collected much interesting stuff since first beginning this crusade 
forty-some year ago... since first emerging as an artist, in Saskatoon (SK). Refer to An 
Overview of the Life and Works of Darcy John Bouchard - following, which is a menial 
listing of certain artist accomplishments, interesting personalities, and historic events... 


Ye Gode Chylde 
Darcy John Bouchard—a nameless nobody 
Rm. 322, la Ritz otel, Victoria BC 
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Contents 


What I’ve Accomplished 


Curriculum Vitae of Darcy John Bouchard 
aka dadeo 4 cube, Sa¢jo, Guigno Schmuerz et. al. 


An Overview of the Life and Works of Darcy John Bouchard—a nameless nobody 


Who I Am 


Selection from: 
An Unexamined Life: The Autobiography of Darcy John Bouchard © 2023 


Selection from: 
On the Matter of the Canadian Ancestry of :Darcy-John:Bouchard(© dit li Exoutle 


Selection from: 
Pardon Appeal: Reference No.: 4047694 
Darcy John Bouchard / 2015-07-01 / Footnote 8 


Appended Matter 


Ten full-colour Pictured Images 


How a Book is Made 


The Parts of a Book 


Ghost Shirt Books Publications 
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Curriculum Vitae 
of 
Darcy John Bouchard 
aka 


dadeo 4 cube, Sa¢jo, Guigno Schmuerz et. al. 


Listed below are a few of myne most important contributions 
to the Arts, in Canada 


Starless Night 
1996 An oil painting (5’ X 10’)—current location, Edmonton (AB) 
See Appendix One: One-of-ten Pictured Images (full-colour) (g.v.) 


I had a room viz. art studio in the old J. M. Duncan Residence, Regina (SK): He 
was an old-time lawman who, decades later gave the house over to the Gray Order 
of Nuns, them turning it into Rosary Hall—a home for wayward young women and 
other unwanted girls (during the Depression Era) ere it became a rooming house... 
and thence used for alcohol recovery (at a time whence people still melted 78 rpm 
records for their alcohol-content)—I1t 1s now a parking lot. 

I allowed Squeegie Kids and other Victoria Park Anarkids who’d been hanging 
out thereof—only to be abused by the so-called men living therein—unrestricted 
access by climbing in-and-out of the three sets of big windows, whereby the outside 
light shone in and fell together at one place on the wall, whereof I hanged a canvas 
and had three certain girls of these trans-national train-hopping and hitch-hiking 
homeless runaways and delinquent brats paint the image of mixed shadow and light 
reflected thereupon that wall at that spot. 

The house was later completely taken over by the Anarkids, which hadst driven 
off all the damned dirty men that were abusive to them—and them called it Soul 
House—but the blood, in places, though it had been washed away time-and-time 
again... always returned! It was haunted, too. 


This fine oil painting is in possession of one of those kids—now a mother—and yet my 
closest friend: Echo Kowitch aka Sizer (q.v.). 


Gobbler Grabbers 
1995 A Video short—available on YouTube 


A short video shot by Clark Nikolai (in Vancouver, spontaneously capturing an 
oration—me comparing existing social order to an old farm-hand job I once had, 
whereby twice a year we were hired by a certain farmer to harvest his turkey flocks. 
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Aumorphon 
1993 The Bridge Art Gallery Cooperative, Regina (SK) — defunct since then 


An art performance—used to close the gallery. 


I made a 10’ high X 1000’ long collage, used to wallpaper the inside walls of 
the Bridge Art Gallery—and a “musical art performance” incorporating stacks of 
tube televisions and radios synchronized to respond and react to the viewing 
audience. 

This is something which may not be feasible to reproduce today incorporating 
those antiquated radio wave bands, which have fallen into disuse in favour of 
broad-band broadcast, cable, 5G and 10G technologies. 


A 90 minute cassette of sounds made using this technology was made...—no 
longer extant—and the project was later reproduced on a much smaller scale. 


Sheng Go, the Master 
Created, produced and directed by David Feuring 
1992 Schumacher Theatre, Mackenzie Art Gallery, Regina (SK) 


I co-wrote and acted in this staged performance incorporating elements of Eastern 
Mysticism and Western Philosophy, telling a story concerning Sheng Go, the 
Master, who journeys through a fantasy realm in search of secret knowledge used to 
control the elements through alchemical Martial Arts practices. 


Subkonscio Redukta Tricikla 
Created, produced and directed by Clark Nikolai (Henderson) 
1991 16mm b/w feature film—shot entirely in Saskatoon (SK) 
Released as a VHS video (1997) at Video Vérité, Saskatoon (SK) 


I co-wrote the script and acted the lead role of Jibb Globzag—a pseudo-racist 
anti-mutant labourer at a low-level “compu-filing” job [ ] whom is erroneous fired 
from his futuristic job, returning home early to discover his wife with her “mutie” 
lover—her having him subjected to an “AI Instavorce” and thrown out of his home 
and allocated residence in a crappy room—as here, at the Ritz... but much more 
Spartan—him abandoned by a technological society in decay, only to find him face- 
to-face with once abhorrent persons, places, and situations, as him now must exist. 


Clark founded the People’s Video Center, which became Video Vérité, and rose to 
prominence in the field of film and video in Vancouver (BC). We are no longer in 
contact with each other—nor have we been together in over thirty years, since creation 
of the above mentioned video: “Gobbler Grabbers.” 
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An Overview of the Life and Works of 
Darcy John Bouchard—a nameless nobody 


Important 

I it am only able to write, now, as has been so for the last twenty-plus years—since 
first settling me down to live on the Island—simply because of myne youngest half- 
brother, Maurice Leigh Bouchard ®!’, whom first gave me a brand new laptop—that 
was forthwith broken [ | and repaired... and this desktop, too, which is now at the end 
of its productive use... as well as the Microsoft Office Student Edition, which I’ve been 
using this entire time (but now nigh obsolete and unusable): 

“Thank you, Reec.” 


Note 
Most of the books mentioned herein as written by me can be found at various 
online self-publishing sights simply by searching my name—or the names of any of 
myne pseudonyms, as revealed in searching my uploads—of which, of late—ere my 
last computer crash, I was busily uploading a lot of audio-video content to YouTube. 


On the Nature of Moral Character 


Bar applicants must satisfy a moral character requirement that demands each applicant seeking 
admission to the Bar bear the “burden of demonstrating to the appropriate body in charge that he or 
she possesses the character needed to successfully and ethically practice law.” 

This task is easier said than done! 

No uniform definition of “moral character” exists | | because entering the mind of applicants is 
impossible, the determination of a person’s moral character ultimately depends on the applicant’s prior 
actions. The subjectivity inherent in predicting future wrong-doing based on prior actions poses a 
formidable obstacle not only for the applicants with a regrettable past, but for the examiners with the 
responsibility of determining an applicant’s admissions fate. The moral character requirement exists as 
a precautionary measure aimed at protecting consumers from substandard practitioners as well as 
preserving the professionalism of the law. 

Fearing God and exhibiting His divinity specifically defined the requisite moral character for the 
rulers of ancient times. Like Moses, Aristotle, in the 4th century BC, believed public orators, namely 
lawyers and politicians, should be “men of good character” in order “to be effective in convincing... 
audiences of the rightness of their arguments”: In the Sth century CE, the Roman Theodosian Code 
“required that advocates 6e of ‘suitable character’ with past lives that were praiseworthy.” 


for the most part, wealth and social standing dictated the ability of barristers to practice. 


By the nineteenth century, lawyers and judges, the protectors of the law, were rarely disbarred or 
rejected for questionable activity and behavior that occurred in the past. In fact, according to Roger 
Roots, who has specifically studied morality among lawyers in the 19% century, “the record seems bare 
of any attempts at barring or disbarring such individuals from the practice of law for their activities 
outside the courtroom.” Instead, “denial of admission and disbarment were generally reserved for 
courtroom-related conduct or for serious crimes committed in the course of practicing law. 

The predominant justification for the inclusion of the moral character requirement in modern-day 
Bar admissions is to adequately protect the public—but, almost without exception, all lawyers are 
natural born fiars... unprincipled, ambitious, and greedy. Here-in you will learn how true this is of-for 
the politicians they serve, and the police who protect these “as above-so-below” privileged criminals in 
the on-going war against the poor, namely me! 

So, please feel free to examine the life of this protagonist fool and learn how “Cove’—a whore made 
a bitch and a criminal of me—me likened unto “a common man of dirt.” 
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Imago Phase Begins 


2024 


Sub-Imago Phase Ends 


Final Microsoft Update 
Computer Crash—Unable to Function Online 


Trash and the Anarkids—uploaded to YouTube 
Stories of Our Ancestors—uploaded to YouTube 


A Manuscript Upload to Barnes & Noble 
Of which, after several weeks, it seems no one is interested in it albeit it is uploaded elsewhere... 
“A Synoptic Gospel” 
The story of Christ Jesus plainly and simply told—simplified, i.e. sans footnotes &c... 
The Good News of Apostolic Saints Mark, Matthew and Luke told as one story, and 
being writ from beginning to end without divisions of any kind, and having hundreds of 


footnotes removed before printing—so as to facilitate simplicity in the telling of the 
story, which is done in like fashion after the book of “Fanny Hill’”—comparatively. 


“Veni, vidi, fugio” 

Finally, upon realizing that if he was what I thought him to be, it weren’t up to me to 
yea-say nor nay-say as to whether it were true or not... so I wrote a letter, privily, to the 
local police. No one came asking questions! So I phoned—eventually connecting with 
Det. Sgt. Al Cochrane, of the Esquimalt Police Department. I was told by him that “it 
was none of my business” [ 

] but, after thirteen years of no one has ever coming around asking questions, yet going 
out of their way to follow up on a months old complaint sworn against me because of a 
piece of paper I may-or-may not have left on city transit—as it was never proven that 
there was any such paper, neither were there any reason for complaint of any papers that 
T actually habitually left on chairs, on poles and-or walls, or put in books and magazines, 
most notably a modern translation of “The White Rose Leaflets” (q.v.). So I, in a panick 
state of seizure eventuated by clinical indifference and abuse of limited statutory powers 
by the pigs, man, sat me down at my pc to penne me one gadom poisoned letter, which I 
sent to the Chief of Police and the Board of Police Commissionaires, City Hall viz. the 
Mayor and Councilors, and the Chamber of Commerce. Them [sic.] pair 0’ oinkers in the 
eventuality ceased thereat to be so rudely guffawing me, and left with their tails between 
their legs, grumbling about how I was soon to get my just desserts, eh! 

Thus, after a respite of emotional weakness, because of the unnecessary mental pain 
and emotional suffering wrought upon me by thaim damnable swine, I hadst go to an 
outside window in the hall for to get a breath of fresh air... and, lo! Behold, all the 
ground was covered in a thick low-lying fog—as high as the street-lights—which took a 
long while to clear and offer safe navigation for vehicles—slowed to a crawl now! 

I went back to my room hearing only resounding silence, feeling very numb, and awed. 
All I could think about was how I’d never seen the streets so fogged before—nor since! 
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72 Uploads to the Internet Archive as Samule Lawless—since 2020 

—many fully-illustrated books on eclectic subjects, uploaded and free to download and share 
(some each having hundreds of views); 

—including one file dedicated to preservation of the “dead news” concerning the Pizzagate 
phenomena (which hath nigh on 10,000 views and close to 100 likes—est. ); 

—another file upload concerns a series of controversial flyers I postered the city with since first 
publication of “Hail the New Dawn’”—published Remembrance Day 2017 (which hath nigh 
on 1000 views); 

—several files of MP3s and MP4s and PDFs were uploaded, being dedicated to a score-or- 
more of interesting men (each having divers views and opinions); 

—a file containing hundreds of movies; 

—another file containing hundreds of PDF documents, Word.docs, and books; 

—a dozen-or-so file uploads were dedicated to Canadian genealogy—especially of Métis 
history and legend—-written both as poetry and prose; 

—inclusive of a vast array of other published material on divers topics... 


Ghost Shirt Books 
Mascot: Chief Dogface Doughboy of the Canuck Pack 
See Figure 3. Appendix One: Three Pictured Images (full-colour) 


“A Summary Investigation into Zionist Occupied Government (ZOG)” 
In Two Parts 
Available online at Internet Archive 
Banned from Amazon Kindle Self-Publishing 


I uploaded a-dozen-or-so manuscripts on various subject onto an Amazon Kindle Self- 
Publishing site... but, within two mos., I’d uploaded something they didn’t like and I was 
banned from publishing with them for life. I tried to find out why I was banned, but was 
never told—being simply told not to try uploading on their platform ever again: I tried to 
complain—comparing them to running a Bataan Death March... but, by then, no one was 
responding to my emails! 


2023 
Sensing the inevitable reallocation of space, whereat is the Ritz, now, I began to downsize much 
personal property, especially my prized library...—and this I first applied to the librarian at Millhaven 


Penitentiary, but I fucked that up after getting sick—going to the Royal Jubilee by ambulance, yet 
again—for the umpteenth time! 

The thought of having to trade them in—as no one pays much cash for books any more, not that I 
could part with myne tomes in that manner, rather me finding solace in giving them away to a caring 
librarian... but these are a thing of the past—as most public libraries are “burning books” and other 
scholarly institutes are under Fabian socialist control. 


Iam facing the same dilemma with some of my paintings! 
Creation of New Microsoft Account as Samule Lawless 
2023 


Microsoft Update 
Computer Crash—Unable to Function Online as Citizen Mayfly 
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Pardon Appeal—uploaded to YouTube 


150 Uploads to the Internet Archive as Darcy John Bouchard—since 2010 


A List of Several Books written in Room 322, la Ritz 


All can be found online at Internet Archive—on two sites: 
Darcy John Bouchard & Samule Lawless 


“Encyclopedia Exovede” 
A reference source concerning the families of the South Branch Resistance 


This exhaustive research on-about the half-breed families which resisted occupation by a foreign 
intruder viz. the fledgling Dominion Confederacy, in 1885, has been quoted by some as a source for 
genealogical research. 


“The Battle of Batoché” 
The only true historical account of Canada’s defining historical event! 


“The Mystic Tower & the Tree of Life” 
A book in three parts on esoteric philosophy—illustrated 


Part One: Esoteric Teachings and Theories on Life and Death 


Part Two: The Tree of Life: The Ten Sephiroth and Twelve Chakras and Sevenfold 
Nature of Iself 


Part Three: An Introduction to Brain Mechanics and Understanding Basic Psychology 


“The Glefisa of Bright Knowledge” 


A poetic history of Celtic mythology—illustrated 
The Legendary Kings of the Picts & The Legendary Kings of Britain 


“On the Damnable Visions and Epiphanes of the Deplorable Dr. Faustus” 
“An Investigation into the Renaissance Origin of the New World Order” 


“On the Nature of Death and Dying”—unfinished 
Illustrated 


The Cyclic Journey of the Heroic Fool throughout Mythological History, 
based on the Tarot and Jungian Archetypes 


“The Untold Story of Adolf Hitler” 
Illustrated 
Based on: “The Greatest Story Never Told” 
© 2016 Dennis Wise, Truth Will Out Films, All Rights Reserved 
Official Site to Raise Awareness & Encourage Open Debate 
Most of the illustrations are different than in the on-line video documentary. 

Since the mid-20" century, the world has only ever heard one side of an incredible story. The story of a boy 
from an ordinary family whose ambition it was to become an artist, but whom instead became a drifter. His 
destiny however was not to drift into the awaiting oblivion, but to rise to the greatest heights of power, 
eventually to become one of the most influential men who ever lived. 

Now for the first time, here is a documented account of a story many believe to be... 

The greatest story never told! 


“Bound by Nature’s Law of Love” 


A Satyr Play—intended for a mature audience 
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The TD Bank Incident 


After twenty years of banking at the same branch of the Toronto Dominion Bank, 
downtown Victoria (BC), at the intersection of Douglas and Fort Streets, I was accused of 
threatening a teller! A manager came out [ ] and told me to leave the bank and he’d empty my 
account and bring me the money outside! So too didst the police maketh an appearance, and 
as they began roughing me up... I began to seizure! An ambulance was called—and the 
police were very kind to me from this point on notwithstanding me yet on the verge of 
unlawful arrest and illegal detainment by them, as agents of the bank. I was taken away 
forthwith to Royal Jubilee Hospital, whereof I was admitted as non-ambulatory. In short 
order, the cop that was attending me was called away and I was soon released from the 
hospital. 

A lady officer showed up one day, her having charge to inform me of legal proceedings set 
in motion against me by bank officials! I had to report to a “parole officer,” whom turned to 
be a Black African man with a foreign accent. I was told by him that if I didn’t report 
regularly and be on call... ’d end up in city cells. In no time at all—though—the bank hadst 
to drop pursuit of charges agin me because—as I’d been saying all along—their computers 
and digital software not only proved that I’d never threatened anyone to begin with... but that 
their criminal maltreatment of me would have resulted in a court case against them, which I’d 
have most easily have won, although I was a poor man of the dirt: “Fuck them, eh.” 

What I think hapt is is that that ol’ bag of a teller got the heebie-jeebies from the logo on 
my ball cap, which was worn in reminiscence of the dead way of life of my youth whence 
Soldier of Fortune magazine could be found on most bookstands close by my beloved comic 
books! The logo was a replication of the magazines principle image, which was that of a skull 
clenching a dagger in its teeth, o’er a rocker: “Let God sort ‘em Out’—above the skull, 
wearing a green beret, it states: “Kill ‘em All!” 

I could easily argue it a copy of a popular heavy metal head-banger group’s LP of the same 
name... but that’s just not the way of it—for me, eh! 


Project Fink 
“The Voice of One Alone against a Crowd” 
“The Voice of the Silent Majority” 

Bob Fink was a man I remember as having a mimeograph machine, in the latter 60s and 
earlier 70s, and he’d print his own newspaper in this manner—posting it here’n’about on 
poles and walls... which was all very impressive to me whence yet but a child. Hence, I 
copied after him in a way by printing my own flyers, and posting them by leaving them 
laying about or taped to walls and poles. I’ve spent several hundreds of dollars so attempting 
to share hidden knowledge—now censored online, for the most part; yet, however relevant, 
‘the truth’ is less in vogue today than ever!. 

I called my papers: Black Thorn Folio Broadside and New Caledonian Broadside. But, 
as with me as a person, this endeavour soon resulted in forming and-or becoming a platform 
for many different multiples (of myne psyche) to freely manifest—as if at will—coming- 
and-going and occupying myne consciousness together like an eerie Lovecraft story. Hence, 
I published under many different names, such as—to name but few: Erik Nemoutis, Samule 
Rube, F.C. Lawless, Mutt Strawman, Tad Iota, and Pip Argot, whom functioned as editor- 
in-chief of all my newspapers and political parody advertisements. The person of Mary-Jane 
Safekh-aubi—the “Sword of Seshat” is meant to have spoken out—as an Islamic girl, such 
as Atefeh Sahaaleh—the poor little gypsy girl of Neka, which was slow hung, being lifted by 
a crane... her crime: She was raped—more than once—by a taxicab driver, which constituted 
sexual relations outside of the sanctity of marriage! Our heroine, though, defended she... 
throwing her tiny shoe at the sick judge which sentenced her to death as an adulteress. 
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The Rope and Torch Grit Preamble 
To the Reader 

The Canadian Constitution Act of 1982 simply states in its preamble that “Canada is founded 
upon principles that recognize the supremacy of God and the rule of law” and commences in detailing 
the Canadian Charter of Rights and Freedoms which contains the basic rules about “natural persons” 
and “strawman entities,” such as the incorporated federal, and provincial and territorial governments 
in Canada. The Charter protects those basic rights and limited freedoms of a free and democratic 
country: For example, freedom of expression may be limited by laws against hate propaganda, namely 
degrading speech causing psychological injury or physical distress, or child pornography or 
propaganda advocating genocide. Everyone has freedom of conscience and religion, being guaranteed 
freedom of thought, belief, opinion and expression, including freedom of the press and other media of 
communication, and ensuring that every “natural person” and all “strawman entities” have equal 
standing and human dignity and are free to create and express their ideas. According to Section 
319(1) of the Canadian Criminal Code it an offence to communicate expressions that bluntly malign 
in a public place or, by showing “willful blindness,” communicating statements other than in private 
conversation that publicly incite outright acts of violence and discrimination (i.e., hatred) against 
any identifiable group despite dissenting opinions. 

It is the intended purpose of this communicaé to expose the atheistic criminality of those loathe 
bastards who promote surfeit odium against traditional families and the established Christian 
heritage of this once-great nation’s Anglo-French ancestors—the taproot of our Canadian Identity 
which hath been rooted in First Nation/Métis soil nigh unto five centuries, being watered on the 
sweat and blood and tears of no less than 14 generations of our colonial and pioneer ancestors. 

All the evidence here-in critiqued is factual and true being duly researched and having been 
honestly compiled in accordance with the pursuit of unbiased truth in the hopes of sharing “The 
Unpopular Opinion of a Silent Majority” with thaim open-minded souls willing enough to accept 
incontrovertible articles of faith and the uncontestable credo of common sense—and to hell with 
thaim God-damned pinko heathens and hive-mind infidels of the lemming mob and criminal swine 
which actively promote revolting end-times degeneracy to usher us fair folk into the technocratic dark, 
ages of novus ordo seclorum and the thinly-disguised violation of courtesy and civility by that wild 
gang of cyyclopic woken somnambulists—those narcissistic blood-handed fiars-in-denial who have 
devoted our children’s children to the fires of the New Age Moloch, incoherently babbling: “Let their 
blood be upon their own heads and the heads of their children. ” 

:Darcy-John: Bouchard) de la Natio Méacutetis du famille Kanata © 


Pardon Appeal—”successful”—and is yet pending final payments for closure 


First the Department of Justice grants my pardon application (submitted for the Board's 
approval in 2012)—and then, without notice, the decision is repealed, because—as they 
suggested: “I might put the Department of Justice into disrepute!” 

I must appeal their negation—and so produced a document which exemplifies countless 
times whereof not only the Department of Justice but all its Ministries up on the Hill, in 
Ottawa, and all its Judges, Lawyers, Senators, MPs and MLAs, and Agents hadst needeth no 
help from me in putting their administration in disrepute—me producing examples in 
Canadian law and history, the history of the world, religion, philosophy, mythology, and 
common sense! 

It was a big “fuck you” that the System had no retort for but to acquiesce and so grant me a 
“pardon”—but, my brother who financed the entire costly expenditure... died, and I have yet 
to finish greasing the wheels of capitalism before they close the file. 


The entire paper is online at Internet Archive—follows is a selection from the “Opening 
Statement” (2015-07-01): 


Selection from Reference No.: 4047694 


] the Board has reviewed my application and found me to have met the criteria as set out in legislation 
to deserve a record suspension [ 
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I would like to thank my youngest half-brother Maurice Leigh Bouchard for financing this 
project and making it possible for me - if not to justly clear my name of those wrongful charges 
which I have mentioned and shall hereafter explain in more detail... than to at least to opportune 
your trust and faith and understanding and belief that I am not culpable but proven capable of 
rehabilitation as a law-abiding citizen and of good conduct and behaviour that is consistent with 
and demonstrates a law-abiding lifestyle. 

I find it interesting that the Board reviewed my application and found that “I would gain a 
measurable benefit from a record suspension” and that “the ordering of a record suspension would 
sustain [my] rehabilitation as a law abiding citizen.” The Board mentions an isolated incidence (in 
2006)... and concludes that I “still meet the criteria of good conduct since [my] last conviction.” 

Yet, the Board, upon reviewing “the nature, gravity and duration of [my offenses as well as the 
circumstances surrounding the commission of [my] offenses” - noting an “alleged” sexual assault 
(in 1998) - believes that “the ordering of a record suspension might risk putting the administration 
of justice into disrepute.” In this document, I mention some few instances wherein the 
administration of justice needeth no help from me in bringing itself into disrepute! especially in 
the issue concerning Regina City Badge Officers Ron and Terry... who grievously beat me up (in 
1997) and left me for dead in a dark alley less than a block from the very place where St-Louis 
“David” Riel des Métis was hanged: again the administration of justice needeth no help from 
me in bringing itself into disrepute! This felonious incident, I argue, shouldst in itself establish 
enough reasonable doubt in the minds of any reviewer to discredit the “alleged sexual assault” 
charge... especially since, by your own practice of finding innocent people guilty without trial: (I 
say that this is the same mindset as was present during the Inquisition, the Salem Witch Trials, the 
persecution of St-Roch, etc... or the unlawful jailing of Alfred Dreyfus, or the hanging of the poor 
little Gypsy of Neka, Atefah Sahaaleh,* for example). 


Is the mere conjecture of an allegation equivocal to establishing one's guilt!? 
“But the cowardly, the unbelieving, the vile, the murderers, the sexually immoral, 
those who practice the magic arts, the idolaters and all liars - they will be consigned 
to the fiery lake of burning sulphur. This is the second death.” 
Revelations 21:8 
Furthermore, I find it unconscionable that I be further wrongfully persecuted for an “allegation” 
made against me - when it is the foundation of the law that “no person be found guilty without a trial” 
and that “people are innocent until proven guilty” - neither fundamental constitutional right has been 
allotted me in this instance... you have declared me guilty of the “alleged” offence without me having 
had opportunity to speak in my defense - which even the Magna Carta finds reprehensible! and, in 
doing so, you strip me of my legal constitutional rights a citizen... thus, methinkesth, I am being denied 
justice - even as I was denied necessary medical care (infer) by the Regina City Police Department 
(when I was taken from the hospital and unjustly jailed by the same two Badge Officers which 
grievously assaulted me, as mentioned above and elsewhere in this document). 
Please note that this degenerate judgmental finger-pointing does not risk putting the administration 
of justice into disrepute... it actually does put the administration of justice into disrepute ef cetera... 


Pardon & Pardon Appeal 


—financed by my younger Maurice “Mo Boo” Leigh Bouchard ®!” 


Room 322, la Ritz 
ca. 2010 to present day 


Over the next thirteen-or-fourteen years, I spend around 5000 days alone, in my room, 
devoid of friendship or fellowship—me visiting nor phoning home naught often albeit 
regularly until most recently... 

Cloistered—oft writing in the dim-fluttering light of television and computer screen. 


Victoria (BC) 
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St. Lawrence Street 
ca. 2009-10 


I, here, now, first inform the police on-about my suspicions concerning Mayhew’s 
involvement in the disappearance of... 


Nanaimo (BC) 
ca. 2008-09 


2008-09 Malaspina University, upgrade to Grade 10 (¢.v.) 


So Posh 


Mo Bou gives me a new laptop for helping him paint his house... I bring it into the Ritz, 
room 301, which was Tony’s room—he’s dead now. He, Craig, Lance, and I watched a 
movie and shared six cold cans of beer and some buds I’d brought with me for that purpose! 
On the way home to my apartment, near Cook Street Village, I stopped in to the hotel down 
the street, whereof to buy another six-pack [ ] and the cocky puke called the police on me! 
and I spent the night locked up in city cells because I was poor and my breath smelled like 
alcohol and marijuana, I reckon. I heard the pigs squeal as they started fucking around with 
my laptop—and the swine cracked the screen, rendering it unusable. When it came time to 
release me... they hustle me out, and fool that I was, I thought naught to check my computer 
for any damage. 

Now I know better enough than to trust a cop, sure! 


Computer malfunction—total loss of all work not saved to CD, including—most 
notably—a collection of poems based on the myths of the Asiatics. 


Cook Street Village 
ca. 2006-08 


Hence we was housed there, at the Ritz, moving for a short time to Collinson St., near 
Cook Street Village, whereat I took to “huffing” quick dry acrylic spray paint—gold! 
And, spraying the can into plastic bags, I’d get fucked up for days—sometimes weeks— 
on end. It was during this time that I first imagined me as some sort of “Waystation 
Conductor” for disembodied and emphatic spiritual energies viz. non-beings enroute and- 
or in transit from one dimension [sic.] into another... so persistently intense were those 
ever-enduring hallucinations—all of these so intensified due to the vast sums of 
knowledge me hast absorbed, having over the span of my life devoted me to long periods 
of isolation reading dictionaries, encyclopedias, scientific journals, textbooks of all sorts, 
and me studious and expressive in-of all manner of literary arts. 


The Human Dignity Act 
Classified T4: The Beginning of the End for Me 
Family physician Dr. James Ballard conspired with Dr. Christian Graf von Westarp to 
poison me with radioactive iodine and subject my thyroid gland to a laser, so as to shrink it, 
robbing me of well-being ever since this malpractice hapt, and subjecting me to agonies and 
infirmities yet to manifest, such as weight gain, dementia, and an early death. In fact that’s 
exactly what Dr. Ballard said before the unnecessary treatment—him saying (to me, in 
private): “You’re going to die!” | was suffering much delusions at the time under the Campbell 
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government's war on the poor, and felt as if | hadst little choice to trust my physician... which 
since proved be a fatal mistake—an error which hath me all the time suffering cramps and 
weighed down with fearful apprehensions of future sorrows. 

| was told to contact Dr. Westarp after six weeks, which | did—and an appointment was 
made to see me in six mos. time... meanwhile, | grew sicker-and-sicker, my hair falling out 
and me unable to sleep for agonized cramping in every joint—most painful in the digits of 
finger and toe—and of torments inflicted upon myne intercostals, which are betwixt the ribs 
and react with breathing—and, so, after a long while afflicted with bouts of insomnia, due to 
pain, | became increasingly delusional so as to entertain fearful ideas of thought crimes and 
genocide perpetuated by the rich in the community against the poor, sick, and weak. 


Vision of Sainte Thérése de Lisieux de la Sacré Visage of L’Enfant Jesu Christus 


Such was | in a horrible state whence a Vision of Sainte Thérése de Lisieux de la Sacré 
Visage of l’enfant Jesu Christus appeareth, sitting nigh by my head, laying her aura down 
upon me and easing all my pains then and thereafter, until such time the doctors saw fit to 
medicate me and assuage my pains bio-chemically—somewhat—but there is ever the 
underlying suffrage in my joints, muscles, and throughout myne Limbic System, whereof the 
glands are nourished as nervous energy affects the Central Nervous System. 


Two Books written by in Room 304 


“The Unde Malum of Citizen Mayfly” 
A Colouring Book for Goth Kids 
Not-so-much about the whence and why of evil [ ] 
The First Part: Being concerned with the Parable of the Rich Man Divus Nimeusis, 
called Liberalis the Libertine—on the circumstance of the Death of the beggar Freedom 
(according to the Gospel of Luke the Physician, 16:19—31)—having several hundred 


footnotes. 
The Unwritten Second Part: 
Being concerned with the subject of the Good Samaritan... and the raising of the dead to renewed life! 


“The Worm-Eaten Scrolls” 


Computer-generated narration of text sans several hundred footnotes made available on 
YouTube—disinclusive of related matter not transcribed to computer nor otherwise 
published. 

A collection of scholarly poetry based on Ancient Near Eastern Texts and the Ancient 
Egyptian Papyrus of Ani (Book of Opening and Closing the Mouth), called the Egyptian 
Book of the Dead, and other Scriptural references—having several hundred footnotes. 


Dean Marsi 

Dean Marsi resided in Room 321—across the hall from my new room viz. Room 304. He 
was an AIDS-infested junkie, which slapped me once—on the corner of Douglas and Yates 
Streets, downtown Victoria, whereof I was sitting on the steps of the Bank of Montreal. I 
know not-at-all why de didst so... but whence he tried to do so again, a second time striking 
out at me... I defended myself... almost killing the sot by throwing him out bodily into the 
midst of moving vehicles. The look on his face was priceless! I boldly strode out to him, as 
the cars had stopped for a red light, and began to beat him up again... smashing his head up- 
and-down all along the car from its back door to the bumper—me only pausing briefly to 
smile at some kids in the back seat, watching: I thought if I smiled and remained calm they’d 
not be traumatized. Still, the ugly manster [sic.] wanted to fight, and picking up my cane, 
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which was laying there where I’d dropped it at the start, and he broke it over my head, 
smashing me thrice in the arm and fashioning the splinters together with his fist to stab me in 
the guts—the fucker. I could hear sirens near. The crowd had had enough—and that was the 
end of it. I sat aback down, noticing that there were actual people-of-a-sorts which had been 
attracted to the psychic energy.* 

I was not the only person that Marsi assaulted that day, there, as he’d been rude and 
aggressive with everyone he passed by, carrying his pizza on his head like a squared halo 
worn by living saints... as the fucking goof had even bothered women and children the whole 
way of his journey home, to his room in the Ritz... across the hall from me—although I’d yet 
never seen him therein. He and his whore, who thence occupied the room I’m in now, and his 
junkie gang all made my life so difficult that I stopped attending the 9-10 Club and Our Place 
for meals. I wasn’t afraid! I just didn’t want to fight. 

In my room is a painting I made of the look on Marsi’s face as I planted another blow 
square between his eyes... and, right then, I hated him for not being run over and killed by 
one of those moving vehicles... because I was scared as I knew he was infested with full- 
blown AIDS—and, in combat, there is blood-to-blood transmission. 

He and his gang made my life here in the Ritz a living hell—and that was when Steven 
killed him by eating a bunch of pills and putting his head in a plastic bag—poor soul. 


Steven ®!? 

Marsi may have lived across the hall from me, but his door faced opposite of Steven’s 
room. I was the last person to see and speak with him whilest he was yet alive—as he went 
straightway into his room asking me for some pills—any kind of pills—and all I had to give 
him were a couple of coins for to buy some smokes from a kind passerby: Those were 
Charon’s obolus, eh! 


Room 304, la Ritz 
ca. 2002-06 


Ronald Macdonald ®'” 

Ronald Macdonald was an infirm veteran, whom too oft hadst but to crawl to-and-from the 
toilet [ ] and Al asked if I’d be so kind as to trade rooms with the old fellow, as the room I 
was in had a private watercloset—and this I did without any second-thought nor regret since 
doing so. He died soon after Junior carried him downstairs. 


Room 205, la Ritz 
ca. 2001-02 


2001 
Jesus ®'” and the Last of the Street Kids 
There are only Junkies now! 


I know there are no “street kids,” because I’d always given them books—since none went to school, 
as much as smokes, money, pot, or booze! But I haven’t given any any books since “boots on the 
ground’”—as that was the end of them as a cultural phenomena (g.v.) and commencement of a war on 
drugs at the outset of the “opiod crisis” (as an extension of the Reagan-Clinton-Bush cocaine scandals at 
the conclusion of the twentieth century). 

I spent my first months—day in and day out, and oft into the night—doing nothing but 
standing in one-or-few spots on Douglas Street, south of Rotten Ronnies—although I tried to 
beg for money, I never got any! There were no dirty junkies anywhere then. I know, because 
the junkies that there were had opportunities that no longer exist for such as them. Uptown 
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John liked the cocaine... Downtown John preferred the heroin... and though a vast array of 
drugs could be found, especially among the Street Kids of the Whale Wall, the drugs 
weren’t perverted with opiods, such as fentanyl and-or xylazine. Hence, I was introduced to 
Jesus—a young drug-dealer, by my friend J.B. RIP an ex-outlaw gangster from out east, 
having done time for gangland activities, now addicted to “Jib” viz. “crystal death- 
amphetamine.” 

They’re all dead now. Most all of them... but for a few of the kids that hadst strong familial 
ties and security of a sorts. I’ve been in those rooms, with the kids, when opportunities arise 
for losers to turn on to drugs, eh! but as things are now, these poor children are actually being 
targeted for self-destruction by drug addiction, according to the whole “Boots on the 
Ground” Scheme, in Afghanistan—whereat are the world’s richest opium fields: This anti- 
human crime enacted by the world’s wealthiest and most powerful families (e.g., the 
Windsor family and the Bush-Clinton Crime Family), in continuation of three generations 
of oppression wrought by the aristocrazia nera during the 19 century Opium Wars and 
Boxer Rebellion’s, in Mandarin China. 

A lot of those kids lived in and-or got wasted in and-or laid in any of many rooms here, in 
the Ritz, since before I moved in twenty-five years ago. These delinquents weren’t anything 
like the Dead-End Kids, Bowery Boys, or Our Gang viz. The Little Rascals, eh! and thaim 
born poor are now consigned to such a future ere e’er being born: I’ve been with these 
impoverished brats from the beginning... and, surely, I foresee their sad end. 


A Street Kid All My Life 


I’ve been a street kid all my life—since I could ride my bike downtown to scoff cigarettes at 
the Bay or Eaton’s or Simpson-Sears... and I’ve spent time among several varied generations 
of such street kids, such as my New Wave generation... then the Hardcore Punk Rock 
generation thereafter... then again, in the eighties whence slaving for my father as a cabbie— 
and my youngest half-brother Maurice welcomed me among his fellowship: the Little G Boys, 
including Jodie and the Warner Gang, Catherine, and the boys—all high school students, 
some football players—like Reec, and a few of the smarter, tougher lads became coke- 
dealers... which led to all their early deaths! Thence, yet again, whence the Squeegie Kids 
and the Anarkids took over my life—and for the first time, ever, I began to watch young kids 
throw their lives away... dieing young. 


2001 
Garth Alan Mayhew 


son of Elza Mayhew née Lovitt—Limner sculptress 
daughter of Hon. Robert Wellington Mayhew—a murderer, 
Minister of Fisheries in Prime Minster Louis St Laurent’s government in the 1940s-50s, and 
first Canadian Plenipotentiary Ambassador to Japan (since the atomic bombs) 

I was living precariously, under a log on Dallas Road Beach—and if a storm hadst hapt by chance 
whilest me so slept... I may have been easily swept out into the ocean, drowned, and lost at sea! But 
Social Services set me up with a room at the Sally Ann, on Johnson St., o’erlooking the old bridge— 
and this is where I met Garth—one of the cities richest men insomuch as him having inherited much 
valuable heritage property here-in Victoria (BC); he was hand-washing his socks in a sink, in the 
toilets—which is one of the foulest places I’ve ever been, having several toilets overflowing with feces 
and a floor covered in urine. To this day I know naught why he might put him there... to so rob some 
poor soul of a room and a bed! 

I remained friends with him for over ten years, but he was never a friend! And I was never more than 
a Sancho Panza to his quixotic pretense—as him played the impoverished imbecile despite being 
wealthy and intelligent albeit him never expounded any rhetorical orations nor exhibited any pretense 
of antiquated knighthood; in fact, the creep’s motto was: “Veni, vidi, fugio” (“7 came, I saw, I ran 
away”)—or so me informed the police whence ratting him out as a plausible person of interest in a 
prominent missing person’s case: This is what brought me into Room 322, at la Ritz, in 2010. 
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There is much more that cannot be said [ 
] suffice it be said that his father died in combat over the Sea of Japan, during WW2. 


I leave Regina (SK) “for ever,” on a Victoria-bound Greyhound bus... 
Midnight, 2000 12 12 / 2001 01 01 


1999 


Gordon John Finlay 

An “Indian Mafia” underworld figure similar to the character of Lefty (Donnie Brasco) 

Whence myne step-father died—this I used as an excuse to quit Regina... and my father, whom, 
by now, I had ceased speaking to because he abandoned another woman, Sherry Larocque (and 
her family)... and I’d fallen in love with her children and grandchildren—and their lose to me was 
inevitable! Hence I removed me to my mother’s household, in Calgary (AB)—upon myne half- 
sister’s request! But I could not settle there-at [ ] and soon found me alone, without family nor 
friends, living under a log on Dallas Road Beach (q.v.), in Victoria (BC)—the one place I knew 
my father would not come after me... 


Two long narrative poems, based on reconstructions of 
American Folk Legends 


Available online at Internet Archive and electronically narrated on YouTube 


“An Uncommon Girl, or the Hight of Punkin’ Cheri” 
A Child’s Story in Song—illustrated 
Woe! the moment I first encountered Charity Smith (age 14)—a “thug”! You’ll have 
to make do with what I’ve said of her on “Trash and the Anarkids” (YouTube) because... 


“A Lai of the Dying Cow-Hand’s Lamentation” 


A Ballad of the Old West—illustrated 


Sub-Imago Stage Commences 


1996 06 07-08 Midnight 


Maggot Stage Concludes 


Pigs and Underage Peelers 

So some fucking goofs among the local outlaw motorcycle club issued some of the 
park girls with false identification, to facilitate them peeling on-stage at their secret after- 
hours cesspool speak-easy joint in the industrial sector. I use to respect the club, but that 
was long before the big patch-over [ ] now they were hand-in-glove with the criminals 
hiding behind the thin blue line, like Papa Smurf—the cop that was pimping the half- 
breed and Indian girls! Nevertheless, when Twinkie wanted someone to go with him into 
the empty house where the park girl got raped—one of the same girls the pigs was 
hustling! So—I haply went with him! but some goody-goody called the cops... and I was 
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shook down, whilest the poor boy was taken away to his parents, who forbade him 
socializing with me albeit it was cool for him to hang out with the “heads” at the record 
shop and turn on to ecstasy. 


NB: Drugs were still pure. And some of the “connected” schoolagers turned dope- 
dealers proved to be among the last to deal with shit that hadn’t been much “stepped on” 
yet! It wasn’t until just before me moved away from the prairies to the Island that those 
damnable little punks turned on to dangerous chemicals as the manufacture of crack 
turned to an industry primarily focused on “meth.” 

Mark well: The chicks selling their asses out on the strolls were all fucked up on pills 
of every sort—every kind of pharmaceutical had its price on the streets. 


Ye Gode Chylde of Our Sacred Blue Ever-Virgin 
Darcy John Bouchard—a nameless nobody 


Second Annual CanAm Police-Fire Fighters Games 


Regina City Badge Officers Ron and Terry grievously assaults me, inducing an “after- 
death” out-of-body experience... Sask Justice denies the incident...—thus recognizably malum 
in se but nonetheless the incident was swept under the rug! Later that same winter, 200 miles 
north, the City of Saskatoon Police Department, still reeling from the Martinsville Satanic Sex 
Scandal, subjected several First Nations thugs and many innocents to terrorist “Night Rides” [ ] 
resulting the deaths of several Indian men albeit after a paid vacation the murderers were 
granted immunity from justice, being declared innocent, and the incident was swept under the 
rug! 

And this whole time, the long-standing provincial chief justice was myne ancestral relation: 
Hon. Edward Dmytro Bayda Q.C., LL.D. son of Dmytryo Andrew Bayda and Mary Bilinski... 

In criminal law, strict liability is liability for which mens rea (Latin for “guilty mind’) does 
not have to be proven in relation to one or more elements comprising the actus reus (Latin for 
“guilty act’) although intention, recklessness or knowledge may be required in relation to other 
elements of the offense. The liability is said to be strict because defendants will be convicted even 
though they were genuinely ignorant of one or more factors that made their acts or omissions 
criminal. The defendants may therefore not be culpable in any real way, i.e. there is not even 
criminal negligence, the least blameworthy level of mens rea. 

This said: 

What my actions could never have said of-for thaimsef, or for-of me as an artist, 
persecution did for both. 

The people who hated me, and had not particularly loved those bratty Anarkids, cannot be 
forgiven by me for all the injuries, intentional or unintentional, with which they so abominably 
and unjustly persecuted me—and not just me alone but deem unruly “dead-end squeegie kids” 
what began “hanging out” in Victoria Park in the mid-nineties, as well—for such an airy trifle as 
associating together. 


Reminiscent of the 1869-70 Reign of Terror 
I was attacked, publicly terrorized and, eventually, must needs be gone into self-exile... 


“Freedom is the right to tell people what they do not want to hear.” 
Eric Arthur Blair aka George Orwell 


English writer Evelyn Beatrice Hall wrote in The Friends of Voltaire (1906) (which is often 
misattributed to either to Patrick Henry or Voltaire himself): “I disapprove of what you say but I 
will defend to the death your right to say it.” [Another possible source for the quote was 
proposed by Norbert Guterman, editor of A Book of French Quotations, who noted a letter to M. le 
Riche (6 February 1770) in which Voltaire is quoted as saying: “Je déteste ce que vous écrivez, 
mais je donnerai ma vie pour que vous puissiez continuer a écrire.” (“I detest what you write, 
but I would give my life to make it possible for you to continue to write.”)] 
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And when Anti-Federalist orator Patrick Henry declared: “Give me liberty or give me death,” 
he presumably included freedom of speech and freedom of association—both of these rights 
guaranteed by our very Charter of Rights and Freedoms and the Canadian Constitution. 


1997 


Subkonscio Redukta Tricikla 
Video Vérité Release Party—Saskatoon (SK) 


Release party for Subkonscio Redukta Tricikla—a 16mm b/w feature film/video by 
Clark Nikolai (Henderson), whereof I was invited by him to participate in his project, as co- 
writer, with us acting the lead role, as well: Me, as resident of the Ritz Hotel all these years, 
especially since circa 2010, am fully reminded every moment of every day of that character, 
Jibb Globzag, whom found him, too, by sad circumstance to be poor and living alone in such 
a room. Clark, it should be noted, played a definitive and decisive role in the formation of the 
People’s Video Centre, which became Video Vérité—a video-artist collective in close 
association with similar art’s establishments as previously described—this, though, yet but 
there and then, circa 1980s. 

The arts, and artists, were more fully appreciated and sponsored aback forty years ago... as a 
flowering of intentions and fulfillment of purposes so established by our artistic heritage, and 
those artists, as having purpose or being purposeful in the creative act, instinctively establishing a 
foundation for those prosperous generations following... still... no more, eh! 


Starless Night 


Starless Night (1997)—a 5' X 8' canvas, yet unframed, and painted using oil paints; the 
image thereof said painting being of a place on the wall [ ] whereof the light from three 
windows converged, the artists being three wickedly-wild young teenage girls (ages 14-to- 
15), amongst whom was counted Sizer—a Squeegie Kid (now in possession of that artwork), 
and, those windows was into my studio, thereof, them being kept always unlocked, if not 
open, to those train-hopping and hitch-hiking delinquents... and the Anarkids, as well. 


Refer to Trash and the Anarkids on YouTube 
The Squeegie Generation & the Anarkids 


I was sitting on the grass in Victoria Park whence first I laid eyes on her—and it was 
instant love—although we never, ever did become lovers, she and I are still friends to this 
very day. Turns out she was but fourteen years of age—yet, maybe because I wanted it, 
methought her to be much older—a very sexy punkette of college age, at least. Still, it’d be 
years before I learned how young my new friends were, for when I welcomed her to sleep in 
my studio—in the old J.M. Duncan Residence, owned by Robert of the Copper Kettle 
infamy—it was a whole menagerie of street-kids from all across the country that I welcomed 
crawl in-and-out the windows of my studio. 

It were the older men living in the rooming house, mostly small bedrooms on the second 
floor, which caused all the trouble playing the “manager” game: one, the cowboy, had the 
furnace spit fire at him—it were the Frenchies on the third floor that were suspect; the others 
who played at wearing the “manager’s hat” were primal in the manifestation of the blood on 
the walls, which, whence washed, returned! A very spooky phenomena for a house wherein a 
lot of alcoholics died in the fifties [ ] and all those poor orphans and abandoned girls suffered 
in under the tutelage of the Grey Order of Nuns, passing off their care as hospice for destitute 
women. There were a lot of ghosts, too—one of them was a pipe-smoking Indian... I don’t 
think I met him, but a lot of the others did—and told me about it. 
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After I left, the kids took it over, driving out the scummy old men that had abused them, 
and renaming the place: Soul House. 


Calgary Hiatus 
1996 
First oil paintings: 
— “Chef Métis Gabriel Dumont,” which may have been burnt by a witch, in Manitoba; 
— “The Quaker’”—him having a shiner (given to close friend Murray Cusitar); and 
— “Laurel and Hardy” (yet in myne mother’s keep, here, on the Island) 


I first started stretching our own canvas, and us began using oil paints during a Calgary 
hiatus, in 1996, ere being shanghaied into my father’s taxicab venture (whereof myne 
shoulder blade wast broken, going untreated under his care, and causing me much 
distress e’en unto this day); since thence, us hast created a few hundred sech fine oil 
paintings that be scattered across Canada—to a lesser extent methinks. Those surviving 
pieces being principally extant, if so, yet so throughout the mid-western provinces, and 
here, on the Pacific coast. 


“A Saga of the Bois-Brilé” 
A History of the Plains Métis up until the time of “The Battle of Batoché” 
Later illustrated and uploaded to Internet Archive—for free use, having download options for sharing. 


The Reason that Iam Lame 


The night was expected to be spent quite peacefully working on some writing [ ] but KFC 
and Ken Devitt shewed up surpassingly surprisingly surprising me! So began the “ho-down 
drinkfest”—all financed by KFC, which had a lot of money to blow, an inclination to get 
drunk, but not alone, and only a short while before he had to be back in camp. Hours later, 
after much misadventure—in which, somehow Ken ended up with an antiquated wagon 
wheel in his hatchback—and we ended up at Aunty Janette’s: Her was an Indian. Her 
mother, Margaret Finlay, my grandmother on my step-father’s side, had been born to 
northern trappers and raised in the wilderness beyond the reach of Church or State, hence 
naught much is recorded in census’ of her family—being descended, of course, from Jocko 
Finlay and of Samuel Hearne. I remember seeing beaver traps and pelts in her home in 
Kelvington (SK)—thence in the middle of nowhere, at the end of one long road in from the 
east that ended there, whereat was nothing! Anyhow, Margaret’s mother did not encourage 
her Margaret’s love relationship with an unknown soldier of the Second World War—and 
she destroyed all his love letters written to her daughter on the Front—only to reveal this in 
her deathbed confession. Poor Grandma Margaret! 

We were in-and-out of Aunty’s all night [ ] and first thing in the morning, having stayed 
awake getting drunk together that whole night. So, my father saw me going to-and-from the 
Liquor Board Store across the street from Jeannette’s! 

I was snoring on the couch when the pigs woke me up! 

My father had gone to the police and enlisted them to aid-and-assist him in entering 
Janette’s home so as to have them put me in his custody! Or something! Of course—this is 
insane! So, I argued with the cops, having gone and sat down in the back of one of their 
squad cars, ordering them to arrest me and get me the hell away from that manic idiot! I was 
told they had no charges against me—as I’d been haply asleep, doing nothing much less 
doing anything illegal. In any event, drunk or not, most likely not, Ken and KFC drove off— 
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and I’ve never seen nor heard from either since! My dad was told to get back into his cab and 
leave. What else could he do!? 

So, there I was, all alone in the alley with three-or-four miles to the Empire: The Indian bar 
which stayed open, selling off-sale until 3 a.m. I know naught now what time it was, but it 
seems to me that dusk was setting in whence I sat me down for a rest and a smoke on the 
remains of the jailhouse whereof the bastards hadst jailed Riel prior to hanging him. He and I 
had a chat... 

I had to pass the Queer’s bar, where Quido was tending bar and waiting that night. I’d 
been there before with Clark and Murray—and, so, feeling thirsty wasted no time in going 
in—and therein, me happy with their company, I stayed getting drunk. The few homos that I 
chatted with sympathized and empathized with my situation viz. my fucking asshole father 
(more than you know). It was late when I left. I was walking that is stumbling down the alley 
on my way to score off-sale at the Empire. I think the ol’ man tried to run me down with his 
cab! All I remember is two headlights [ | and waking up on the side of the road; one thing’s 
certain, though, I’d sorely twisted my ankle and couldn’t walk; thank goodness Marcus just 
lived down the road... but he was no help and made me wait on him, until he was ready to 
help me out and take me home—especially after all the shit I cleaned off the walls for him in 
his welfare-scam shithole full of “mixed-up” Indians. 


I was sitting at the table, my ankle up on a cushion on a chair hen my father burst in telling 
me “where I could go and where I could not go” and “who I could see and who I could not 
see” and “what I was to think and do and what I was not allowed to think and do” [ ] and then 
he left. 

I’ve sprained this ankle hundreds of times since, and now must walk with a cane. 


1993-94-to-1996 Regina (SK) 
—Taxicab driver (Capital Cabs)—1me being entrusted with two “school-runs” 
(one involving special needs children) 
—STEC Certified Taxicab Driver—and dispatcher (Care Cabs) 


Ostracized as an Artist 
Violence at the David Johnson Stained Glass Art Studio Opening Wing-Ding 

At the time, I was engaged at making numbered Latexperiments, which were shaped- 
boards framed as trapezoids, rather than parallelograms, having latex paint poured in and 
manipulated as it dried. These I’d exhibit at the Bridge Artist-Run Gallery Collective, 
whereof I was a board member and exhibiting artist. So it was that I was invited, along with 
Sean Monkton ®'” [ ] and Jerome Leboeuf—who’d prove him be an idiot! 

Last I recall for certain is sitting in the hallway on a stairwell talking with some 
government-funded queer artist: I was complaining, methinks, of the stinking attitude of 
most “financed” artists towards people like me, which they demeaned and labeled as 
“outsiders,” thereby limiting myne potential: I was “an outsider” because it’s not what you 
know or what you’ve done that counts... it’s not even who you know and what you can do 
for them... it?s who you’re in bed with that counts in the arts—and I wasn’t queer, much less 
sociably-inclined to pursue any sort of sexual relationships as I’ve been sworn to a chaste 
lifestyle since blowing it with my first girlfriends, whence me first started to drink and souse. 
I don’t think she liked me—and it was probably from this dipsy hippy chick that I scored the 
acid that night: If any. Anyhow, I was half-assed leaning against / standing beside a long 
table with snacks and punch thereupon, chatting with Prof. Art McKay [who’d been 
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involved with the classified CIA MK-Ultra LSD Experiments at the University of Regina]. 
He leaned up against the same table, knocking it over—it pulling me down with it. All of a 
sudden I was the worst person who ever lived! They picked me up, though I needed no help 
in getting up, and hustled me out the door—angrily! Amazed, I called for my friends: If they 
heard me, they ignored me—and I was thrown out. Being stoned and drunk and stupid, I went 
behind the warehouse and found a 2X4 to pound on the back door with. When the door ope’d 
of a sudden, me on the downswing, I almost hit someone [ ] and a worse beating ensued. I 
was left, thus, dazed, in the snow... 

But, I knew where all those losers lived, eh! and I paid them all a visit in the night, whilest 
they were away having fun at my expense... 

Then, me being bruised up, my e’er-loving father got involved... and involved the police... 
who thought of charging me for all the mischief that the liar David Johnson said I’d caused, 
claiming me responsible for other damaged glass so as to profit from what was otherwise a 
loss—an insurance fraud and a false charge against me. None of that happened, though! 


The matter was forgotten... but, I was never welcome to practice as an artist amongst those 
other lesser artists e’er again. The weaklings didn’t even have the courage to acknowledge the 
creation of Starless Night—not that it itself is anything but paint on canvas... yet which of 
them hath ever accomplished such a great success as this, eh! None of the! 


You’ve seen how bold they are as shewn in the New Utopia Café film fiasco. I never did 
get any acknowledgement from any of them for the three roles of Super-8 film they stole and 
used for their government grant. They got funded... and I got the finger form them for it! 


1993 


Aumorphon 
—an arts’ performance by dadeo 4 cube, involving a multiple-disciplinary arts endeavour, 
such as: an 1100' long collage covering the interior walls of the Bridge Art’s-Collective 
Gallery, in Regina (SK); yet, also a musical performance, encompassing the “test-tube” 
technology of a dead era, and incorporating the audience as a living Theremin—supra. 


As said a audio cassette was made and several copies distributed... 


The performance was again staged, at a much later time, whence us hadst a so-called 
studio, on Broad Street, Regina (SK): [After the accident that broke my shoulder, which 
went untreated and so it bothers me much now-a-days, eh! This, after me was “pressed 
into service” as a taxicab driver by my father, not so much “crimping” my style as an 
artist, for I quick became ostracized by thaim “artists” after much ado by those popularity 
pimps and feminazi egotists. And me be sure the whole bunch o’ ‘em ain’t changed an 
iota since then—almost thirty years ago—as I be of the same mind now, as yence. ] 


Marcus Paulson and the Gold Cap Society 


“The Mix” was made cautiously, O ere so slowly and deliberately pushing a pokey thing, 
like a nail, into a can of “gold cap” Lysol, which contains a high level of +80% alcohol— 
cautiously, so as not to get sprayed in the face and waste precious “mix” or in the event a can 
might explode if sharply punctured... and then jabbing another hole into the spray-can so-as 
to create a second hole at the opposite end of the first, making the can might breathe whilest 
you pour the liquid contents into a pail or bucket having some water in it: This is “the Mix”: 
It appears as dirty mop water and smells of disinfectant, which burns the nose and eyes of 
thaim what drink it. I had my chance—surely, “J’m glad to not have indulged even the 
tiniest sip.” 
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Grandpa Buffalo was an old Treaty Indian that had enough money coming in on a 
regular basis to not only keep him drunk on the Mix, but as is most natural to the poor, 
ignorant Indians... he’d share! and surely enough the ol’ bugger always had girlfriends albeit 
if you stood downwind of him, you’d smell stale urine, a stank which stunk worse the nearer 
you were to him. To the likes of such lost girls as flocked to him—to spend his money, as 
were given over to whorey and intoxication, Marcus Paulson sought to pimp profit from 
them—as him thought him superior, being White, but to them he was just a “Mark” to be 
made use of...: But, “Holy fucking cowboy” [sic.] he was stupid for lowering his familiar 
status to waste his life living like an Indian. 

His was a talent gone to waste, both as a video artist but he also abandoned an opportunity 
to swear upon “the bar” viz. as a student of law! Rather, he quick took to street crime as a 
lowlife “teepee-creeper”—no better than myne own father, stepfather, uncles, and most other 
poor White trash kindred that I must had grown up among. Marcus used his father’s money 
to open The Crypt—a failed punk rock ‘gag’ in Saskatoon—!I performed there once with 
Endangered Species. 

This first shithole house, in Regina, he’d bought from ex-cops, who’d used it to run 
welfare scams—that Paulson perpetuated... and then another, on the Downtown Stroll, 
whereof he whored with the Native girls on “a street that stank of death”... only for him to 
end up killed by one of their “uncles”—a murderer newly-released from Prince Albert 
Penitentiary and part of his further welfare scams and whorey. 


1990 to 1993 


Birdland Slim and Roger Ing 
A Dissertation against the Pinko Arts 

I involved me first with Neutral Ground Cooperative Gallery, on Scarth Street, in Regina 
(SK), whereof I oft volunteered for a variety of functions, including that of “docent,” which is 
to say I sat there as a babysitter for the art more than a guide for visitors—and this was 
expected of every member of the Bridge Art Gallery Cooperative—of which I also 
belonged: as a popular artist who paid his regular fees through modest sales of mixed-media 
art. 

Birdland Slim was perhaps the most talented of them all insomuch as him endowed with a 
revolutionary artistic spirit rooted in our Native traditions; although there were a lot of 
exceptionally talented artists in our midst, such as Ryan Arnot, Bob Ivanochko, and Daniel 
Johnson—and Prof. Art Mckay, which played a role in my “downfall” and subsequent violent 
expulsion from their faggy government-funded artsy-fartsy pansy community of wolves... 
even later, when R.J., whose art I still display in my room, enrolled in the University of 
Regina Arts Program, for when Prof. Roger Lee learned of our fellowship it affected his 
grades. 


It was Birdland (Bruce Game) that introduced me to the New Utopia Café, and Roger 
Ing—a great Canadian artist and street personae from Mandarin, China, whom hadst a poor 
grasp on the local English dialect and ran an off-downtown café in the Reserve [sic.] north of 
the tracks, which became a cult-haven for local artists through the decades [ ] Roger and 
Bruce were good friends—and amongst all those others, I think that he was Roger’s only true 
friend among them—a pack of rabid hyenas as far as I am concerned. 

After Roger died, Dan Sali was elected from among them to dare approach me in my 
home—and me therein recovering from the grievous assault on me by Regina City Badge 
Officers Ron and Terry—as they were so introduced to me by the “Man in Chains” (a self- 
confessed triple murderer on parole). Sali wanted me to sign rights away that had been 
plagiarized by them—as a group—in getting a government grant to make a documentary 
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video about Roger... which they’d all already profited from without any mention of the three 
roles of Super-8 film shot by me that they’d gotten from Birdland (whom had them in his 
possession then): They are now in possession of Sandra Bouchard—widow of Maurice: my 
brother and most loyal friend and greatest supporter as an artist, whose high-school 
collage—as inspired by me, which is in my possession, will be the frontispiece for said book 
as is here proposed, eh! My jaws were still wired shut! Still, I managed to laugh at Sali and 
tell him to “fuck off” and chased him out of my apartment. 

I was hanging out with the Squeegie Brats and park delinquents by this time—and it was 
their love which restored myne humanity to me after all inner grace was despoiled on the 
dark, dirty streets of Regina, whence me was hacking for my father (and learned, then, all 
I’ve said of pigs as true even then). 


1992 
Sheng Go, the Master 


—an arts’ performance, created by David Feuring—a black-belt martial artist, which was 
performed on-stage in the Schumacher Theatre, Mackenzie Art Gallery, Regina 
(SK)—and involved a cast, production crew, and a “behind-the-scenes” VHS video of the 
preparation and two day performance of the play, and the script thereof, which I co-wrote 
so as to include a multiplicity of Confucian and Taoist philosophy, as well s the sayings 
of many martial artists, koan poets, and other kabuki philosophers—all as noh actors. 

—Sheng Go, the Master understood well the mastery of controlling the natural elements, 
with his bodily movements (and intentions).In this tale our hero must conquer both inner 
demons and exterior dragons—which was pe4rformed by two “lion dancers” wearing 
traditional garb and appearing in full costume, behaving—as such—in character, in 
keeping with a martial arts theme. 

—TI still have a few of the photocopies and some of the printed kitsch, such as tickets, which 
will become insomuch as being kept with as part of that scrap paper to be used to make 
our “Scrapbook”—an autobiography of a Canadian artist and writer (q.v.) viz. a 
nameless nobody. 


1992 
“Over the Edge of a Flat World” & “On the Dark Side of the Planet” 
Two books in the genre of “Fantasy Adventure” for juvenile readers—to be illustrated 
I made application to the Canada Council Art’s Board for an “Emerging Artist Grant,” which 
was accepted—but, as it was not prioritized, as funding dwindled... so did my opportunities—and, 
in the end I never did get the grant! Over time I lost most of the paperwork... and thence began 
forgetting the story! 


1991 
The Man called Legion: Norman O’Ronnie 


Norman O’Ronnie is by-and-far one of the superior intellects among all the poor folk that 
I have ever encountered—not insomuch as his genius held any significant potential, but that 
the man hadst tremendous resilience of Free Will to Power (and Empower). He welcomed 
me into his home, though he’d never visited me in mine (just down the block); and we shared 
a long-standing familiarity and friendly fellowship as two poor outcasts among every facet of 
society. We shared this station in life with old Walter Wolfe, who’d “black lung” from coal- 
mining out east. He died. These were my friends before encountering Sizer and having my 
life o’er=run with the Squeegie brats and Anarkids. 

One night, in 1994, after being ostracized by the “pinko artists,” I got Reec drunk... I mean 
really fuckin’ shit-faced—and I took him out on the town heh heh heh to an underground 
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“all-ages” punk gig beneath the Copper Kettle (owned by Robert [ ] owner of Soul House, 
on Scarth St., wherein the walls bled ere they were washed—the same place wherein Starless 
Night was created), on Scarth Street opposite Victoria Park, which became a playground for 
the delinquent street kids. Two nice girls that I tried to set him up with—him being age 12, 
but he was a very big kid and could have easily passed as older—nasty bitches dropped their 
cigarette butts into whence we weren’t looking. The bouncer pissed me off so I’d compared 
him to Quido—the gay bartender-waiter at their club that night I went lame. I made sure to 
compare his ‘camouflage dungarees’ with Quido’s camo-bikini bottom shorts and army 
boots. Of course, I got Reec into trouble doing this, eh! So, when the bouncer and his friends 
hustled us up the two flights of stairs into the alley, for to pummel me, Reec got sick because 
he was still a-swiggin’ on that bottle with the butts in it—which, of experience, is sooo very 
gross. Anyhow, him threw up—and I couldn’t stand up to fight! So they left us alone and 
went back in to the fun without us! 

It took poor Reec a long time to get me home—as I thought to lay down for a nap in the 
middle of a usually-busy Victoria Street: Thank God it were in the wee hours and weren’t no 
traffic. Finally, we got back to my place [ ] survivors of ‘high adventure.’ The best part of the 
whole experience methought so thence was for my little brother to have met this friend of 
mine which favoured drinking Aqua Velvet and milk to any booze, though he’d smoke 
marijuana with me—Norman O’Ronnie, the man called Legion. 


Regina (SK) 
1988 & 1989 
Victoria (BC) 


Susan Davidson 
Susan was the only woman I ever cohabitated with, as lovers. She was incredibly beautiful 
and resourceful. What a wonderful life I’d have lived if only I married her. Whence last I saw 
here—downtown Victoria, at a Yates Street café, she was a successful entrepreneur... and 
hadn’t aged although I’d not seen her 23 years-or-so...—dammit! Once again a missed 
opportunity at happiness, eh! 
Now..., I’m old—too old, and useless too-boot! 


1986 & 1987 
Vancouver (BC) 


Both times that I lived in Vancouver, whereof I’d resided at different locations in-and-around 
Chinatown, and on a later expedition, sharing an apartment with the Dead Scum Fuck—which is what 
I thought the band should be called—yet my guitar was destroyed by Greyhound employees en route to 
the coast... and I was never able to refinance another nor repair it. It was a struggle just staying fed, 
and it took most every penny the bunch of us could rouse from welfare. We were living in the 
Downtown then, in a ritzy neighbourhood. 

I’m really sorry we weren’t able to get the band going—and I take all the blame, in being celibate— 
after all, the most important rule of human interrelation is “its not what you know or what you can 
do... it’s who you’re fucking that makes it or breaks it in the real world—and this is entirely true of the 
unconscious collective—and is the very basis of the Fool’s alchemical exploration insomuch as 
tarocca be concerned, just as much true of dendrite activity on a much smaller level—as the bumper- 
sticker reads: “Ass, grass, or cash; nobody rides for free!” 
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Leon the Tibetan Buddhist Monk 
He burned his draft card, so as not to fight the war in Vietnam... and fled across the border, 
out of America into Canada, and took up living in a secluded cave for years before taking up 
residence in Vancouver—whereat I was introduced to him by Morph. Leon told me a koan of 
“watching moths flutter into fiery puffs of smoke above the flames and coals of his fires.” 
Leon wholly supported him on whatever coins that found a way into the little wooden bowl 
held, when begging just off Hastings, on Granville. 


1986 Private Detective School 
I am tricked into a student loan, when welfare-funding was available to 
me, into taking a course on Security Guard & Private Investigation. The 
instructor—Mr. Ray Powers—did a great job sharing knowledge with us 
few men that took the course... but the school was a con-job from the get- 
go, and one morning we found the RCMP had chained and padlocked the 
door! 


A.A. and the Onset of Institutional Retardation 
The earliest court-imposed detentions in rehabilitation, at Calder Center, Saskatoon (SK), 
produced my first interest in poetry—later bringing me to admire Walt Whitman, author of 
“Leaves of Grass,” as one of the most important literary influences in my life. Sadly, I 
developed a routine of going in-and-out of rehab. Developing a cyclic disability—of which I 
yet suffer from—and emotional retarding me, in an institutional in-and-out sense. 


1985 Basic Life Skills Development Classes—”Small Groups” 
Compelled by psychiatric influence, social services sent me to school— 
sort of—me being taught such Basic Life Skills as “hug therapy” and 
“letting others in”! 


Dr. Eloise Jones 
She was the only person intelligent enough to care about me as a person, not just as “another 
patient.” It was in her care that I encountered another of her patients—the man who gave me my 
“buckskin jacket with long sleeves and fringes.” It took me years to grow into it... as it wasn’t a 
black punk rock leather jacket—as was fashionable then. 


Mid-1980s Hardcore Punk Rock band member of Endangered Species 

I played an instrumental role in organizing the beginnings of what grew into a punk 
rock band, whereof I played guitar and drummed and sang [ ] albeit me taking a 
secondary position in the scene after not being able to interest the group into performing 
strictly as a bar band... them preferring to pursue performing at “all ages gigs” insomuch 
as more-and-more the environment was younger-and-younger, which might’ve produced 
me with much fun chasing girls... but for my vow of chastity, which I’d taken privily 
after my relationship with Eve deteriorated! as me wast disillusioned and soon began 
to sally forth on extended winter jaunts, to Vancouver and Victoria (BC)... before 
giving up on the idea of pursuing a career as a musician. 

The band played many gigs in-and-around Saskatoon—Humboldt—Regina area, but I 
was in rehab when they played a local annual Country Rock Jamboree—and had the plug 
pulled ere a note was played! 
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Early-1980s | Emergence of suppressed Dissociative Identity under guise of 


ca. 


ca. 


“emergence as underground New Wave artist” 


Self-Educated Artist—having studied hundreds of films at the 
National Film Board Library, downtown Saskatoon, and on the 
second floor of the Frances Morrison Library, in Saskatoon—across 
the street from the City Hall cenotaph whereat I hung out as a “punk” 


Emergence as an Artist 


The thing I remember most about this time is that a lot of people liked to be seen near me, 
maybe even talk to me like a friend... but for the most part, these people just wanted to have 
someone to talk about with the their friends! Only Murray and Clark had any lasting power 
as true friends... although I haven't seen either in over three decades. 

I tried to rekindle old fellowship several different times via Facebook... but the result is 
always the same: “Water under the bridge...” —or so I’m told, eh. 


1982 Meeting Murray Cusitar—a brother from another mother... 
Meeting Clark Nikolai (Henderson)—photographer and video 
aficionado—introduction to the arts 


I got mad at all the fucked up cowboy mentality in good ol’ Tumbleweed (SK) 
and took to dressing up like Sid Vicious, Adam Ant and the Plasmatics! Have you 
ever heard of the Morality Division!? Its police who deal with people like me who 
do things differently! I spent a lot of time in city cells and hospital lock-down 
because of my fashion! 

One year, I got really mad at society... and dressed up like a normal person for 
Halloween! 


1980-82 Years of total isolation spent with little or no communication with 
family or friends—I completely devoted me to “huffing” 


During this time, I took to remaining awake for two days at a time, reading several 
encyclopedias and dictionaries, and literary works selected from the list of Nobel Prized 
literature, much Fabian and Marxist literature—inclusive of communist literature written by 
Che Guevara, the Black Panthers, Eldridge Cleaver, Malcolm X, Dr, Martin Luther King [ 
] and untold volume-tomes of science, most especially World’s Who’s Who in Science 
from Antiquity to Present Time, me studying philosophy, religion and mythology, and of 
history—umilitary and political... acquiring an advanced education far surpassing many of 
the tenured doctors at any University—then—and now I’m goodly more better read than 
thence, eh! 


A Dissertation on the Lost Art of Folding Cloth Diapers 


I was living with my father and his second wife [ ] helping her to raise her children, me oft 


rousing at night to care for their needs so that she couldst sleep. Otherwise, I learned not only 
how to change a soiled diaper... but the two different ways of folding the swaddling cloth— 
one way, for boys, was thicker on the front to absorb pee-pee... and, for girls, the linen was 
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folded so as to offer more protection betwixt her thighs, were needed most! Today’s store- 
bought mass-produced diapers are a sham... 

Veronica was as much abused by my father as myne own mother hadst been prior [ |] she 
mothered him two sons—the youngest, “Mo Boo,” was employed in the film industry, in 
Vancouver (BC). He worked on several very popular films, meeting many famous 
thespians—male and female, alike: Him speaking most highly of Dick van Dyke and Robin 
Williams. He was horribly injured in a freak automobile accident, caused by a drunken 
junkie, which fled the scene—and thereby escaped justice! My brother suffered terribly, 
becoming addicted to opiates... and then street drugs—his family ambitions crumbled [ 

] ere he died... 


ca. 1979-80 Victim of electro-shock therapy at City Hospital, Saskatoon (SK) 
—a Dissociative Identity was constructed 


The Green Demon 


The Green Demon was no “demon”—and neither dids’t he ever possess me in any way 
albeit he did introduce me to glue-huffing—him also inducting me into crime, by taking me 
on break-and-entry misadventures in downtown Saskatoon. Only a few such enterprises, 
although I was already an accomplished thief, having spent my entire childhood scoffing 
candy and smokes at every chance I could, especially at the Bay, Eaton’s, Simpson-Sears, but 
I never stole from Adelman’s Department Store. He is called the Green Demon because of 
his insatiable endeavours at small-scale “top secret” marijuana cultivation—classified 
because at the time there were stiffer penalties for possession of as little as a joint much less 
growing a crop. 

We were the best of friends, and, although I as of yet didst not love my friends as I came to 
in the era of the Squeegie Kids... he and his brothers were closely affiliated with my family. 
It is because of them that I know of the intimate and incurrent dangers in associating closely 
with what I term “familial strangers,” who is to say that these people in some way seem be 
or pass them off as close family... but remain strangers in heart no matter how long 
experiences are shared together. Still, his daughters by his second “witch” wife, Terry 
Corleone—as she preferred by called, will always have a warm place to sit by the fireside of 
my love. 


Demonic Possession 

I fell into an unwell state whereof I began to stutter and suffer from uncontrollable 
vocal utterances and seizures, including Grand Mal Seizures, which, if I were laying 
prostate on the floor watching television, I’d jerk about two feet off the floor—as if 
possessed. My mother took me the University Hospital [ ] and the doctor, there, showed 
my penis to my mother, asking me how often I masturbated!? 

So, I reckon this traumatized me—and either traumatized my Dissociative Identity... or 
established grounds for creation of another personality amongst myne multiples. 


ca. 1977-79 Street Kommando—an era of drunken delinquency and street 
fighting begins—me (age 16-17 yrs) being in the biker bars drinking 
with the Independent bikers and spending much time in-and-out of “city 
cells” for various offences related to drunken behaviour and drug abuse 
viz. marijuana, LSD, psilocybin, and my all-time favourite: glue- 
sniffing, called “huffing.” 


? 


NB: “I’ve never liked pills or psychiatrists 
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They had just built the Midtown Plaza, and I was one of the original “mall 
rats” which spent more time in the mall, hanging out, than in school or on the 
job working. Being a “street person” was a whole different thing aback 
then... and somewhat involved more personality in its characters. 


1977-78 Jack of All Trades unskilled temporary labourer in warehouse and 
construction—and stable hand, cleaning stalls for Thumbprince Jr. 
one summer. 


My First—and Only Kiss 

I held Eve in myne arms—her arms wrapped about me... and our mouths met, enraptured 
together in sharing a Riss. It was spring, and the snow on the road was slushy—as cars past the 
sound of tires and motors and crying birds seemed to dissolve. The world around us faded into 
oblivion... as the ground beneath us fell away—but as full as our hearts were, o'er flowing 
from one mouth to another, our love's single resounding heart's bleat silencing in union as our 
bodies vanished—together—so that all that remained of we two lovers was a fading memory... 
as our lips parted... and reality remanifested. We two kids standing together for what would 
be the last time... as I looked away from her gaze, little did I Rnow that I'd never feel love nor 
a beloved’s embrace and Riss ere more... 


I was strong, had friends, and girlfriends, but... between suppressed 
anxiety and my father’s influence, quick took to sousing... turned on 
to drugs, and completely dropped out! 


Weaned 
After TWIT, I ended up tricked by my father into leaving home, with my mother and 
siblings (where I was safe and happy), which ruined my life... beginning me on the path 
of becoming an alcoholic (and addict). It was he who indoctrinated me into the revolving 
door institutional system—him a possessive maniac which felt empowered by turning me 
over to psychiatrists as a means of control, which laid the foundation of circumstances 
leading up to myne electrocution therapy at City Hospital in years quick become. 


1977 Two Weeks in Training (TWIT) at HMSC Comox (BC) 
1976-77 Grade 9 completed—it will take me at least eight tries over thirty years 


to earn a Grade 10 certificate albeit me never did learn decimals and 
fractions and was bumped ahead to college entry level in English 


ca. 1976-77 Able Body Sea Cadet with HMSC Quadra, Saskatoon (SK), 


including Two Weeks in Training (TWIT) at HMSC Comox (BC) 


before 1976 Survivor of mob attack spurred on by teacher, Mrs. Olesko—a 


Dissociative Identity was constructed—since that day I’ve never felt 
as if I were a part of society but, rather, set apart outside of all social 
circles and incapable of developing natural human relations... but this 
was slow to manifest and a long time suppressed by higher brain 
functions. 
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before 1976 Survivor of several years of hate crimes suffered at St. Mary’s 
Catholic School—foundation for a Dissociative Identity was 
established 


ca. 1968-69 Cub Scout—culmination of a happy childhood 


I spent my childhood visiting the historic sites of la Guerre de Territoire Nord Ouest 
(Indéterminé) viz. the Stolen South Branch lands, whereof me put my little fingers into the 
bullet holes made by the invading Canadian mercenary Mounted Police force, them sent there 
to subjugate myne freeborn sovereign Exovede ancestors at Batoché, Duck lake, Tourond’s 
Coulée—called Fish Creek by the conquering invader, later home to such towns as Alvena 
and Cudworth, whereof myne Ukrainian grandmother and her “illegitimate” daughter, my 
mother was born [ | and further north, in the Francophone settlements of my Québecois 
grandfather—and me having played as a wee child around the graves of the eight savages 
hanged at Fort Battleford for crimes against the Whites at Frog Lake, Fort Pitt, and other 
places ere the Dominion government subjugated all of the First Nations folk—the influential 
Cree Chief Mistahimaskwa (“Big Bear”) being the last of the wild injuns to touch finger to 
pen touching paper... and so died freedom for the most part in Canada as the lying letter of 
the law, i.e. the Scrip Lie, and the many crimes of the Indian Agencies—such as the Louis 
Riel Institute and Gabriel Dumont Institute are today, which supplanted the loving spirit of 
the law in the introduction of displacement immigration by the likes of the railroaders Galt 
and monied principles as Landau, in league with Clifford Sifton of the North Atlantic Trade 
Company, and Baron Mauritz von Hirsch of the Jewish Colonization Association of London 
and New York—him being the financier of the Orient Express from Constantinople to 
Budapest, Bucharest, Vienna, Munich, Hamburg, and Paris, whereof his ships further 
transported our nation’s earliest pioneers dressed in sheepskin from Galicia and Bukovyna— 
some sent to South America and others to Ellis Island, whereof myne own ancestors were 
induced by prosperous opportunities in the Prairies to quit the Ukraine, and so madeth 
entrance into Canada at the close of the 19" century. 

Once, whence I was in the neighbourhood of Peace River—with my father, visiting an 
uncle, having driven there with another uncle ere Grandpa Jack passed away... I was 
introduced to an old man living alone in the woods, and he let me hold some of the illegal 
bullets used by the Mounties against the Indians at Batoché—something the Canadian 
government has always insisted were not factual. The old man had been in the Mounties and 
was of a Mountie family heritage, whose forefathers were among them strangers which came 
into the interior to rape and murder the poor, dumb French-breeds and Indians that that son- 
of-a-bitch Riel had stirred up against the Dominion! 
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Chronological History 
of 
Darcy John Bouchard 


1. Selection from: 


An Unexamined Life: 
The Autobiography of Darcy John Bouchard © 2023 


My name is :Darcy-John:Bouchard®. I was born at St. Paul’s Hospital, Ave. P., in 
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan (Lat. 52°; Corr. + 0 7 M), on 1961 December 13—a 
Wednesday—the day after the waxing crescent phase... whereof the moon starts to become 
visible again following the unseen New Moon (which is no moon at all), i.e. the lunar disk is 
not visible to the naked eye, though as it moves further away from the Sun it quick becomes 
more-and-more illuminated by sunlight. The moon phase for the next day is marked the First 
Quarter phase: On my birthday, the 13", the moon [ ] and the moon sign was Pisces. 
According to this superstition, those born under the moon being in Pisces may foster the 
greatest sensitivity and perceptiveness of our surroundings. 

The Geminids Meteor Shower occurs every December when Earth moves through a dust 
cloud made from the asteroid 3200 Phaethon. Observations clearly shew high attenuation of 
a nocturnal low-frequency amplitude signal present with an increase in fading frequency, 
pronouncedly on December 14", producing up to 50-100 meteors per hour—the peak activity 
of the Geminids, thence. Note: The fading frequency appears to be deeper and faster when it 
is associated with higher magnetic activity. This year, 2023 December 14", it will be the 
biggest meteor shower of the year, with shooting stars streaking across the sky the entire 
night having 75 meteors per hour at its peak. 


It were partly cloudy in the wee hours of the frigid morning (-21.4 °C), growing overcast 
throughout the morning, until about 6 a.m. (-20.0 °C) when the light snow, ice crystals and 
cloud cover began to disperse, becoming mostly clear by around 9 a.m. (-23.1 °C) and 
clearing within the hour. The wind had reached a peak (25.9 km/h, N) by about 8 a.m., and 
remained so until about 5 p.m. (-25.9 °C), when it dropped down (9.26 km/h, N), being 
mostly clear—no cloud detected by 6 p.m., it gradually becoming colder as the wind switched 
direction to the southwest, and west, by about 8 p.m.—it becoming very cold (-30.9 °C) by 9 
p.m., the wind then blowing at (16.7 km/h, W) but calming during the night to about (5.40 
km/h, NW), whence the cold reached a low of (-32.0 °C): The day’s high had been (-21.4 
°C). 

Further, according to the Zodiac, I am a Sagittarius—the ruling planet is Jupiter. There 
are 10 major planets, each represent a different set of qualities and characteristics, and rule 
over a different part of our lives—each having its own unique frequency. Spiritualists want us 
to focus on understanding how the planets affect our lives—promoting a_ worldly 
understanding of horoscope and the atrocious rituals associated with pagan worship. 

Yet, if I were to believe in the zodiac and its horoscopes, I’d rather argue me be of the 13" 
forgotten constellation of the zodiac—Ophiuchus Serpent Bearer. 

And my birth-stones be the Tanzanite, Turquoise, Zircon and Topaz... and my birth flower 
is the Narcissus. 


As a strawman entity amongst Master’s cattle, I am relegated to the Baby Boomer 
Generation. 
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Wednesday, 1961 December 13" was the 347" day of the Georgian calendar. It was also the 
13" day of winter and there was 78 days left until spring. It was then said that the next time you 
couldst reuse a 1961 calendar would be in AD 2023: Both calendars are exactly the same. 


2. Selection from: 
On the Matter of the Canadian Ancestry of 
:Darcy-John:Bouchard(® dit & Exduile 


All hereafter so writ is purposefully historic documentation—unessential reading! 
Whilest Prime Minister Stephen Harper attempts to speak to an audience, as recorded in the 28 September 2015 Glove & Mail, 
Justin Trudeau persistently attempts to interrupt him. 


Stephen Harper: Why would we not revoke the citizenship of people convicted of terrorist offenses against this country? 
This was a Bill put forward by a Member of Parliament, who is himself an immigrant, named Devinder Shory. 
This is not the standards we expect... - immigrants... Canadians... all of us who are here, expect that we would 
have a minimum bar - that people who come here would not be guilty of trying to plan terrorist activities. 


Justin Trudeau (/oudly interrupting): A Canadian is a Canadian is a Canadian... and you devalue the citizenship of every 
Canadian - uh - in this place and in this country! when you break down and make it conditional for anyone - we 
have a rule of law of this country and you can't take away citizenship just because you don't like what someone 
does. 


Chaos among the monkeys “up on the HilP’ in the Legislature 
Justin Trudeau: We are not a country dominated by fear [ ] of law and rights. 


My First Nations Grand-Mother’s Bloodlines 
Solutrean Primordial Origins encapsulated upon 


A person’s maternal ancestry is traced by mitochondrial DNA (mtDNA). Both men and 
women possess mtDNA, but only women pass it on to their children. We all inherit mtDNA from our 
mothers, but not from our fathers. Your mother inherited it from her mother, who inherited it from hers, 
and so on back through time. Therefore, mtDNA traces an unbroken maternal line back through 
time for generation-upon-generation far further back than any written record. 

Infer My Maternal Ukrainian-Canadian Family Bloodlines 
A Restoration of Solutrean Primordial Origins in Xenian Daughters of Eve 


DNA changes very slowly over time and this is what we use to calculate how long ago the 
clan mothers lived. Everyone in the same clan is a direct maternal descendant of one of these clan 
mothers and carries her DNA within every cell of their body. Using mtDNA, researchers have traced 
European populations back to seven “daughters of Eve.” These clan mothers were not the only 
women alive at the time but they were the only ones to have direct maternal descendants living 
through to the present day. The other women around, or their descendants, either had no children at 
all or had only sons, who could not pass on their mtDNA. And, of course, the clan mothers had 
ancestors themselves. Amazingly, their genealogies have also been discovered. They show how 
everyone alive on the planet today can trace their maternal ancestry back to just one woman who 
lived in Africa about 150,000 — 200,000 years ago and is known as “Mitochondrial Eve.” 


I am 1/64" Blackfoot Confederate on my paternal grandmother’s side (her great- 
grandfather being elder brother of Hon. Jean-Baptiste Tourond son of Joseph Tourond 
grandfather of “li sept étoiles” — and her a descendant of Hon. Francois Jacques 
Bruneau—a nephew-of-degrees to-or-of Julia Bruneau wife of il Patriot Hon. Louis-Joseph 
Papineau—the man whom was used by the Haskalahic Jew Hon. Aaron Hart son of Ezekiel 
Hart, quartermaster for Wolfe’s army during the Invasion of Quebec and the Fall of French 
Canada at the Battle of the Plains of Abraham to indoctrinate him into the Legislative 
Assembly of Canada, him sworn in on a Talmud rather than the Holy Bible—thus marking 
the “beginning of the end for Christianity throughout the generations” albeit me more of a 
traditional pagan at heart) - and 1/64" Ojibwa-Sauteuse on the side of my maternal great- 
grandmother viz. my mother father’s mother’s side (him being a French-speaking Anglo- 
Exovede and the great-grandson of Exovede Captain William Fiddler grandson of HBC 
surveyor Peter Fiddler from Bolsover, Eng. and Mary Matheweman Mackegonne daughter 
of Chief Mackegonne of the York Factory Swampy Cree) - making me at least 3.125% 
Native albeit this includes descendance from no less than ~30 different tribes from other 
earlier sources, such as (as follows—in no specific order): 
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My oldest relations to the indigenous people of North America are borne in the many 
undocumented, historically-ignored First Nations victims of sexual-exploitation by 
Basque, Portuguese, French, English, and Spanish fishers exploiting the cod of the Grand 
Banks, whom either traded for or were presented with the wives and daughters of the 
aboriginal folk, as according to their permissiveness, whose innocence was further exploited 
by rapine and kidnapping misadventures [ | which brought a wave of “Continental-born 
Méacutetis half-breeds” to our Fatherland ere anyone hadst conceived any interest in the 
colonization of the New Found Land. Yet, in no time at all, here within our Motherland, a 
whole peoples—the Beothuk—went ‘extinct because of the Europeans.’ 


Mark: I am also one of too few living descendants of the Wendat (Huron)—an extinct 
tribe, whipped out of existence by the Iroquois after Jesuit infiltration and Christianization 
robbed them of their “Spirit to Live” [ | and, in stark contrast, we set this Cain-and-Able 
incident against both of the Wounded Knee Massacres. Notwithstanding, I am also of the 
Five Tribes of the Haudenosaunee Confederacy—and I’ve ancestral relations to other such 
tribes as—as follows: Micmac, Abenaki, Menominee, Montagnais (Innu), Mohawk, Oneida, 
Seneca, Delaware... 

So too are myne Solutrean origins steeped in the Neolithic traditions of the Great Peace- 
maker, Skennenrahawi—albeit the flint-knapping science had been long forgotten, most 
likely in such a war as recorded in Mormon history, and the introduction via the Continental 
Divide of a more mongolized bloodline, which hadst lain dormant, stranded in the Arctic 
Circle until the recession of the glaciers—as Eskimos, Inuit, Aleut, Lapps, and Siberians... 
and to some extent the Ainu—all of which bear the epicanthic eye-fold “Mark of Cain,” 
inclusive of Swede, Danes, and other “men of the North.” Keeping this in mind, I am also, in 
part, borne of the O’Jiibway Reindeer (Caribou) Dynasty and of Sandy Lake Ojibwe— 
related to the bloodline of the Powhatan Confederacy, inclusive of Wahpe 84 ou Wazhazha 
Mdewakanton of the Reindeer (Caribou) Totem Dakota from Virginia and Wisconsin— 
and the Eastern Sioux—and the Red Arc Band Sioux of lowa—and the Wahpeton. 

I am further related to other tribes of the Great Lakes watershed et dans la pays d’en haut 
at the furthest ends of Lake Superior and into the Great Interior Prairies—as follows, in no 
particular order. Anishinaabe, Algonquin, Nipissing, Odawa (Ottawa), Pottawatomie, Ho- 
chunk, Fox-Sauk, Wyandotte, Lenape, Shawnee, Myaamia (Miami), Winnebago, 
Illinois, Ioway, and the Hidatsa and Mandan: Ojibwa-Cree—and Cree of the Iron 
Confederacy, inclusive of roots in Nakoda-Cree, Woodland Cree, Plains Cree—and of the 
Little Crow bloodline, as well; of the Chippewa (Ojibwa), Chippewa (Saulteaux), 
Chippewa-Cree, Assiniboine, and Crow, Flathead, Gros Ventré, and Beaver Indians, and 
Snake Indians—of the Iroquois Nation, and of the Kootenai and Pend d’Orielle. Moreover, 
as said, I am of the Blackfoot Nation—having a progenitive mother of them—a wild-born 
savage of a pagan First Nations heritage, her being myne grandmother’s-grandmother’s 
grandmother, who was Christianized, given a French name, and civilized—and of Siksika 
and Tsou Tina Sarcée, and even a woman of the Creek Indians—from Georgia-Carolinas 
who probably found her way westward into the interior plains as an interpreter and guide. 

Moreover, myne First Nations root-race maternal family sachems included wholly- 
European Abenaki-Menominee Clan Mothers and other Eurocentric First Nations folk 
of Huronia—all of which identified not as White but, rather, as Native, i.e. indigenous—and 
they were widely accepted as such by their full-blood kinsmen albeit some being fully of 
French lineage—a people born in the wilderness and raised under the nigh-dead Stone Age 
traditions of their Native mothers, believing—for the most part—in the Christian god and 
the trappings of civilization as offered by an incursion of forefathers Anglos from the 
Orkneys, Scotland and England—and the Irish; the Dutch, Swedes, Swiss, Belgians, 
Germans, and other European folk which flocked into Rupert’s Land and the North West- 
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Territories, employed as Hudson’s Bay Company (HBC) Chief Factors, clerks, Yorkboat 
brigadiers, interpreters, traders and trappers, voyageurs, and surveyors, such as myne 
mother’s paternal ancestor albeit her by the government is deigned “illegitimate,” which 
much pleaseth me (for I am a rebel) and born of Exovede “rebel” stock—having a proud 
tradition as such sired in the heart’s-blood of North-West Company partners—and the men 
of the Beaver Club—greatest of frontiersmen and adventurers of Rupert’s Land, and sech 
others whom accompanied either Lewis and Clark or Alexander Mackenzie as voyageurs, 
scouts, interpreters, and bison hunters—as were the White warriors of Pembina, Red Lake, 
Turtle Mountain, and the Red River Settlement, and thaim frontiersmen wandering the 
uncharted Great Interior Prairies into the Sacred Sioux Badlands at the foothills of the 
Rocky Mountains. 
ii 

The Great Race of La Natio Méacutetis was sired, more-so, by the coureurs des bois 
(“woods-runners’’), especially true of those lads seeded in the midst of savages by Samuel de 
Champlain—the second father of our nation, such as ancestors Marsolet and Briilé... and 
of others as fierce as Abenaki Chief Jacques Hertel and Ens. Jean-Vincent d’Abbadie de 
St-Castin, ancestors in Acadia, there with survivors of the Huguenot purge in France, such 
as ancestor Philippe Mius d’Entremont—whose parents were butchered by Queen Caterina 
Dé' Médici during the St. Bartholomew’s day Massacre on Thursday, 24 August 1572— 
butchered by a group led by Francis de Lorraine, Duke of Guise, who opposed the 
influence of the Protestant leader, Admiral Gaspard de Coligny-Chdtillon over her weak 
son, King Charles IX: (The slaughter of French Huguenots quickly spread to the provinces 
and about 20,000 Huguenots were ultimately killed by Roman Catholic mobs). And it is 
through “a humble daughter of these Acadian colonials”—a peoples which endured 
constant war, not with the First Nations folk whom intermarried with them ere the 
Deportation, but a “war of piracy” against the British-Americans—that I am most directly 
related to the Royal Houses of Europe (in an Merovingian capacity) through such noble 
families as La Tour, Biencourt de Poutrincourt, la Trémoille, Salazar, most notably 
descended of the House of Roucy and the House of Laval...—an otherwise antiquated 
heritage rooted in the Cimmerian and Scythian barbarian kings and of the Royal Dynasty 
of Ilium (Troy), having a Biblical lineage—the lineage of Zerah of the Scarlet Thread twin 
brother of Pharez the progenitor of Shepherd-King David and our Lord Christ Jesus sons of 
Judah and his childbride harlot-priestess; our ‘humble’ ancestress is greater-grandmother 
Adelaide Landry wife of Thomas Stanislaus Bruneau brother of frontiersman Athanase 
Bruneau sons of a proud Métis family closely related the Lagimodiére and Riel families... 

The same can be said of myne familiar relations to the Métis families of Grant, Wilkie, and 
Dumont—and the nondescript but ere important families sired of such half-breed voyageurs 
as Cardinal, Ladouceur, and Desjarlais—all whom have gone without the recognition they 
each deserve as “root race” founders of la famille Kanata. 


To fully understand the true nature of we Canadjun folk, one need only tune in on any of the Stories of Our 
Ancestors episodes which I managed to upload before unable to effectively continue pursuing those orations. 
We cannot withstand assimilation into nondescript Last Man of Stargate futurism as we are a peoples rooted 
to the soil of this land albeit we have no Wovoka to sooth our anxieties... and nowhere to dance shouldst we 
want to. For me there are no tomorrows. 


My First French Family Grand-Father’s Bloodlines 


A person’s paternal ancestry can be traced by DNA on the Y-Chromosome (yDNA): Only men have 
a Y-Chromosome, which they inherited from their fathers and will pass on to their sons. Obviously, these 
ancestral clan fathers were not the only men around at the time, but they were the only ones to have 
direct male descendants living today. The other men around, or their descendants, had either no children 
at all or only daughters. These clan fathers a/so had male ancestral lines and these ultimately converge 
on the common paternal ancestor of every man alive today. This proto-Aryan man, know as “Y- 
Chromosome Adam” - and he lived in Africa 60,000 — 80,000 years ago. 
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Of both French Roman Catholic and Huguenot Royal Lineage and bourgeoisie, but more-so 
of the peasant class—urban tradesmen, many stone masons and carpenters capable of building 
gothic cathedrals, and humbler men whom laboured as pit-sawyers—both felling massive timbers 
and sawing beams and timbers... and rural farmers; and, of these, most especially notable are the 
Percherons, such as myne paternal ancestor Claude Bouchard dit Le Petit—a self-supporting 
tailor born to Jacques Bouchard—a hemp-dancer, or weaver—of the family Boucher, which 
played an essential role as founders of Colonial Québec. 

Starting in 1634, ancestor Robert Giffard—a Perche-based surgeon and apothecary who 
became Nouvelle-France’s first colonizing seigneur spearheaded the colonial Percheron 
movement that recruited more than 300 tradesmen and workers, many of whom settled in 
Québec. The colony—with Samuel de Champlain as Governor—was continuing to 
experience a lack of immigration. Giffard working closed with the Juchereau brothers were 
thus between 1646 and 1651 responsible for forty-one engagé contracts destined for Canada: 
La Grande Recrue de 1653 wouldst follow... 

The Percheron immigration movement is noteworthy as ancient Perche province 
provided a disproportionably large number of colonial pioneers and descendants compared 
to the rest immigrants from France. Of them, the Habitants of Québec had chosen to remain 
in Canada after 1668 as “sovereign citizens,” to pursue whatever occupation or trade that 
became available. 


Claude Bouchard dit le Petite son of Jacques Bouchard—a hemp-dancer viz. a weaver 
and a tailor, whom was self-supporting, and Julien Fortin fils maternal grandson of Gervais 
Lavie—owner of the Auberge du Cheval Blanc (White Horse Inn),* situated on the road 
leading to Rouperoux, St-Cosme-de-Vair, Perche, France, where Giffard recruited candidates 
for a perilous North Atlantic crossing—them arrived in Québec after three months at sea. 


A Paternal Lineage of 15 Generations 
Darcy John Bouchard 
Jean-Baptiste “Jay” Bouchard 
Jean-Batiste “Jack” Bouchard—a St-Front Francophone 
Xavier Bouchard 
Télesphore Bouchard 
Georges Bouchard 
Godfroi Bouchard 
Antoine Bouchard fils 
Antoine Bouchard pére—a Canadiénne Habitant 
Claude “Le Petit” Bouchard 
Jacques Bouchard 
Jean (“Jehan”) Boucher 
Jehan Boucher dit Lamarche 
Jehan Boucher IT 


Jehan Boucher I 
Jean Boucher of unknown origins 


These are the three big founding families of Québec 


On Thursday 6 June 1647, Pierre Tremblay (of Randonnai village, Perche, on the edge of Pays 
d'Ouche) joined Noél Juchereau aboard La Marguerite sailing for Nouveau France: Pierre 
Tremblay and Ozanne Achon gave birth to the largest francophone family in North America. In 
1657, Noél Simard dit Lombrette left his native France with his father Pierre, a stone mason, by 
the port of La Rochelle; leaving behind, mother, siblings, friends and relatives to come to 
Nouveau France and founded one of the largest Québecois families. Claude Je Petit Bouchard 
and Julien Fortin were engaged by Robert Giffard in March 1650, at the White Horse Inn. 
Upon arriving in Québec, Claude and his friend Julien went to the seigneurie de Beauport 
(situated between where Québec stands today and the Mount Morency Falls to the north). Claude 
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had come with some funds of his own (inheriting his father's hemp-dancer factory as well as being 
an accomplished tailor) and had arrived in the French colony not as an indentured servant (i.e. 
engage) but rather under the protection of Monsieur Giffard with some freedom to travel. 


The engagé, or indentured servant, was a wage-slave émigré to New France who worked for an 
employer in the colony. Engagement contracts were the primary method of recruitment of workers 
to the new colony starting in the 1630s: (The two major periods of engagement for New-France 
were between 1640-to-1669 and 1710-to-1749). 


Filles 4 marier 


In France, women did not have a choice in who they married. Arranged marriages were the 
norm in all classes of society, with the bride's family expected to provide a dowry. Shouldst a girl 
not be able to marry, her only other options were to become a nun or fille de joie and-or work as a 
servant. In Nouvelle France, given the gender imbalance in the colony’s early days, the Filles a 
marier could have more of a say in who she married. 

Many of us are familiar with the Filles du roi—a group of women who were recruited to come 
to Nouvelle France between 1663 and 1673. Much lesser-known are the 262 Filles 4 marier 
(“girls to marry” or “marriageable girls” viz. age 12-to-45 yrs.) who came before them. Unlike the 
Filles du roi, their passage wasn’t paid for by the French crown, nor did they receive the “king’s 
gift” when they married. They were courageous pioneers indeed, coming to the new world for one 
purpose alone: the possibility of a better life. This is especially true considering the reputation of 
Canada at the time as a wild and savage land. 

The Filles a marier were recruited by individuals, such as merchants or seigneurs, or religious 
societies such as the Société Notre-Dame de Montréal or the H6tel-Dieu de Montréal. They 
signed a contract in France, normally to work as a servant. It was understood, however, that their 
primary objective once the contract was over was marriage and settlement. The contracts did not 
include return passage to France. Once the contract was signed, the Fille 4 marier would board a 
ship for Québec, from La Rochelle or Dieppe. She normally travelled alone—not accompanied 
by both parents, nor accompanied by a husband or going to join a husband, neither as part of a 
larger, organized group. 

These single women could expect a ship voyage of at least six weeks with other passengers, 
crew, animals, water reserves, cannons and various merchandise. Passengers slept in extremely 
cramped quarters in the ship’s hold and conditions were far from hygienic, especially when 
people were overcome with sea sickness and-or scurvy—almost 10% of passengers died on their 
way to Nouvelle France. 

While fulfilling the duties outlined by their contracts (and waiting to be married), most of the 
women were housed by religious societies such as the Ursulines in Québec or the Filles de la 
Congrégation Notre-Dame in Montréal. Others stayed in colonists' homes. 

In this new world, the women faced dangers that would have been non-existent in France: 
threats from the Haudenosaunee (then called the Iroquois) and long, harsh Canadian winters. 
The land that colonists were given to settle was most often wooded and needed clearing and their 
“home” would have likely consisted of a ramshackle cabin. They also faced the threats of 
epidemics and other diseases, along with the dangers of childbirth. 


They were, on average, 22 years of age [ 


57% were from rural areas; 23% in Montréal, 
43% from urban areas; 15% in Trois-Riviéres; 
20.6% were related to previous immigrants; 9.5% were widows 


62% settled in Québec, 


] They had an average of 6.7 children—but it was not uncommon for our colonial mothers to birth 
nigh on a score of children. Some of the men were involved with Native women and sired 
families indigenous to the aboriginals; this done both simultaneously in many cases but 
predominantly foremost in inception of the Canadienne serial mariage phenomena predominant 
throughout the colonial “city-states” and Indian “castle” kingdoms—and within the wilderness 
such temporary common-law marriages were fostered by savages eager for iron and black 
powder and other mercantile trade goods from the “civilized world”—and polygamy was also 
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practiced, especially among the HBC Chief Factors from the Orkneys [ ] which abandoned their 
Native families upon fulfillment of their contracts to retire in Great Britain, or elsewhere. 

Contrary to rumours at the time, some of which still linger today, the women who came to 
Nouvelle France were not prostitutes or “filles de joie” who were rounded up and deported from 
France. Governor Pierre Boucher of Trois-Riviéres confirmed that all women who boarded 
ships for Nouvelle France needed an attestation of good behaviour to travel... 


A total of 262 Filles 4 marier came to New France between 1634 and 1662, representing a quarter of all 
single women who arrived under the French Regime (half were Filles du roi). 


Fille du Roi 


Anyone who begins to research their French-Canadian roots will soon discover a “fille du roi” in 
their family tree. The King's Daughters were a group of some 700 unmarried women who were sent 
to Nouvelle France between 1663 and 1673 by French King Louis XIV to resolve a problem of 
gender imbalance in the colony and to assist in its settlement. They were called “fille du roi” 
(“King’s Daughters”) because Louis XIV paid for their recruitment, their clothing and their passage 
to the New World and offered a dowry to women when they married. 

Most “fille du roi” were found at the Salpétriére in Paris—originally a gunpowder factory, the 
building was transformed into a hospice for destitute women in 1656 by Louis XIV. It really was a 
miserable place. Dirty, cold and overcrowded, the hospital was a dumping ground for mentally ill, 
disabled, epileptic, poor or orphaned women. This is also where the authorities sent prostitutes to keep 
them off the streets of Paris. La Salpétriére quickly became associated with the infamous “Filles de 
joie” prostitutes. 

When Louis XIV ordered his adviser, Jean-Baptiste Colbert, to recruit women for Canada, the 
Salpétriére in Paris was a natural option: the facility was overcrowded and the authorities wanted to 
offload some of its female residents. We know that about 250 King’s daughters came from the 
Salpétriére. They were chosen personally by two women who had come from Nouvelle France for 
recruitment: Madame Bourdon and Mademoiselle Estienne. They were specifically looking for 
young women, without any physical deformity, single, intelligent, strong, healthy and of good 
character. Each girl had to produce a “certificate of good conduct” signed by their parish priest or the 
judge of their place of residence. 

It is therefore doubtful that known prostitutes are selected and historical records confirm this. We 
know that some of these prostitutes from La Salpétriére were sent to other French colonies, such as 
Louisiana and the Caribbean. However, most of the daughters of the King of Salpétriére were there 
because they were orphans or very poor. We know that more than half of the king’s daughters were 
fatherless and about 20% motherless. 

Once chosen by Boudon and Estienne, the young women could be part of the journey to Nouvelle 
France. Although it may seem a daunting option, for most of the Salpétriére recruits, it was worth 
escaping on their current terms, despite the difficulties of the journey, Canada’s harsh climate, and the 
threat of attack by indigenous savages which would torture and cannibalism them all, young and 
old, rich and poor, strong and infirm alike! If they really knew what they were getting into before 
agreeing to leave France, we may never know... only speculate—and, whether they really had a choice 
is another question mark. 

Once aboard the ship, the women could expect a difficult journey of at least six weeks (up to three 
mos.) with other passengers, crew, animals, water supplies, cannons and plenty of miscellaneous 
goods. Passengers slept in extremely cramped quarters in the ship’s hold and conditions were far from 
hygienic, particularly when seasickness plagued them. Nearly 10% of female passengers died en route 
to the new world. 

If they were lucky enough to survive the passage to Quebec, the reception of the passengers was 
noisy and festive. The civil and religious authorities were present, as well as the inhabitants and the 
young single men. The King’s daughters were then sent to live with respectable families or in foster 
homes run by nuns. In fact, the term “fille du roi” was attributed to ancestor Marguerite Bourgeoys, 
a French nun and founder of the Congrégation de Notre Dame de Montréal. She referred in her 
writings in 1698 to the 17 marriageable women she hosted while waiting to find a husband. 
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The King’s Daughters were taught to cook, to clean, to sew—basically, how to be a good wife and 
mother. Many women remained in Québec, but some continued further up the St. Lawrence River to 
Trois-Riviéres or Montréal. 

One of the advantages of the king’s daughters was the choice of their husband. In 17" century 
France, arranged marriages were the norm. Given the gender imbalance in the colony, these young 
women could essentially choose their husbands. They did it, and quickly. On average, a fille du roi 
married within five months of her arrival in Nouvelle France, at the average age 23 yrs. (the average 
age of her husband was 27.5 yrs.). The financial incentive provided by the king was certainly a 
motivation to marry and the civil and religious authorities exerted considerable pressure to start a 
family as soon as possible. 

To say that life was not easy for our founding mothers would be an understatement. The land given 
to them was mostly forested and in need of clearing, and their “home” was probably a dilapidated 
shack. The winters would have been particularly harsh, as most Canadians can imagine. But they took 
advantage of their situation and, fortunately for Louis XIV and Colbert, most of the King's daughters 
became pregnant, had large families, and achieved Louis XIV's growth target for the population of 
Nouvelle France. On average, a fille du roi had 6.4 children—and many continued to have children 
until age 40 yrs. With the king’s daughters, another of Louis XIV's objectives was also achieved: the 
“proliferation and standardization of the French language.” Many of them came from Paris, while 
most of the men who preceded them spoke patois or regional dialects. 

The King’s daughters represent half of the women who immigrated to Nouvelle France at the 
beginning of the colony's history. Their place in history is undeniable, even if they are not the only 
French women to have immigrated here. When most French Canadians can trace their heritage back 
to at least one fille du roi, it's easy to see why the term “founding mothers” is more than apt. 

As was customary, women remarried four months after being widowed. 


The Canadian Colonial and Wilderness Child-Bride Phenomena 
The French-Canadiénne Identity was born in the wombs of Child-Brides 


In my research, I’ve encountered few girls as young as great-grandmother Martine Savard who’d 
married off so young—most notable, of course, are those 23 ancestors of our colonial First French- 
Canadienne “Premiére famille” (12 4 & 11 9)—after months at sea, buried alive together in the 
dark, dank hold of a creaking-and-leaking vessel, only to be abandoned on a riverbank “and, so, left 
alone to face the savages of the wilds and the bleakness of a first disparaging winter.” Notably, Marie- 
Madeleine Euphrosine Nicolet (age 16) daughter of Jeanne-Gisis Bahmahmamaadjimiwin 
(Nipissirinienne) and Jean Nicolet de Belleborne, whom was first to married Jean LeBlanc (age 20), 
killed by the Iroquois... 

On the Matter of the Canada’s Premiére Child” Brides 


These childbrides are in no way comparable to today’s Mormon, Jehovah’s Witness, and Islamic 
“child” brides insomuch as the common law does not warrant it and it, rather, is now a phenomena 
more equated with “hebophilia”—but then, even in the case of Anne Hébert (age 8)—youngest of all 
our people’s mothers, nor her sister Marie-Guillaumette (age 13) wife of Guillaume Couillard de 
VEspinay—whom purchased the freedom of a young Black boy from the English pirate Sir David 
Kirke, adopting and educating him, and giving him the name Olivier le Jeune—the second Black 
African of note in Québec, the first being Mathieu de Costa, whom accompanied Champlain as 
interpreter for he spoke six languages... 

The daughters of the Couillard family all married as child brides, Marguerite (age 11) and Louise 
(age 12); their sister Catherine-Gertrude, though, wasn’t married off until she was about age 16. 
Héléne Desportes (age 14)—the first White child born in the New World daughter of the first 
permanent setters and godchild of Champlain's wife, Héléne Boullé, although some say it was the son 
of child-bride Marguerite-Catherine Langlois (age 13) wife of Abraham Martin dit l’Ecossais whom 
deserves this distinction as “first true-born Canadiénne”, yet others—and correctly, too, say it were 
Virginia Dare of the lost Roanoke Colony. Helene’s father and paternal grandfather inherited the role 
as Royal Apothecary” to Catherine de Medici from Nostradamus [ ] and, her husband and son were 
among the first of our family to fall victim to Iroquois hostilities—as both were killed by the 
savages—and, as said, forefather Guillaume Couillard * was of the first to survive their torturous 
ordeals. 
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These are the French Forbears of most of the people which constitute my ancestry as a Canadian. 


NB: la Principe Parisien famille Hébert—Pajot and wealthy ship-owners at La Havre and those 
at La Rochelle, port cities of Continental France where flourished prominent half-breed families 
ruled by matriarchs such as the Langlois sisters and Francoise Garnier Grenier—all myne 
progenitors: and lesser-known families, such as Cartier—Guyon—Gagnon—Pelletier, which 
financed the earliest mercantile industries of the fur trade, fisheries, and colonization; Roman 
Catholic bourgeoisie families that were the earliest French-Canadienne habitant “aristocracy” born 
of the same blood shed by the God-damned Medici queen which orchestrated the St. 
Bartholomew’s Day Massacre (q.v.). 


Régiment de Carignan-Saliéres 


Régiment de Carignan-Saliéres include the 20 companies that formally made up the 
regiment plus the four companies that arrived in Canada with the Marquis de Tracy. By 
“Canada,” we mean the French colony in the Saint Lawrence Valley.The term 
“Nouvelle France” encompasses a larger area, and includes the Mississippi 
Valley/Louisiana and also Acadia. While some soldiers and officers of the Carignan 
regiment did settle in Acadia. 


By the mid 1600’s the French in Nouvelle France had developed very strong 
commercial ties with the Algonquin and Huron Indians in the fur trade. So when the 
Iroquois [Indian Nation composed of Mohawks, Oneidas, Senecas, Onondagas, and 
Cayugas] waged war on the Algonquians and Hurons, as they had for many years, even 
before the Europeans arrived in North America, the French went to the aid of their 
commercial partners. By doing so, the French earned the hatred of the Iroquois. 
Prodded on by the English, who also wanted the French out of North America, the 
Iroquois began raiding French villages and slaughtering the people—some were myne 
own ancestors. 


Carignan Regiment 


The French began to form military units under militia Captain Pierre Boucher— 
ancestor: However, this wasn’t enough so Governor Davaugour dispatched Boucher to 
France to seek help from King Louis XIV. At that time, there was a regiment of seasoned 
soldiers in France known as the Carignan Regiment. It had been formed as a private army 
in 1644 by Thomas Francois de Savoie, Prince de Carignan. This was an army for hire, 
made up of hand-picked volunteers. The standards were very high and these men had to be 
big and strong physically with an indomitable fighting spirit. In the hire of the King of 
France, this regiment had just returned from a successful engagement against the Turks. 
Rather than demobilize the regiment, the King determined to send it to Nouvelle France 
(Canada) to help the colonists. The Regiment was placed under the command of Henri de 
Chapelas, Sieur de Saliéres and was therefore renamed the Carignan-Saliéres Regiment. 


Carignan-Saliéres Regiment 


In 1662, the Marquis Alexandre de Prouville de Tracy was named Lt. General of 
North and South America by Louis XIV. He was ordered to wipe out the Iroquois in 
Nouvelle France. This was to be accomplished by the Carignan Regiment. In April of 
1665, he left for Canada, arriving in Québec on June 30". Over the next three months the 
rest of the Regiment—officers and soldiers—arrived from France 1200 strong. 

Over the next two years, the Regiment manned garrisons and launched attacks on the 
Iroquois. By the end of this period, their task was accomplished. The countryside 
became peaceful for a time. About 800 of these soldiers went back to France: The 
remaining 400 stayed: The officers were encouraged to stay with promises of fiefs (land 
containing many square miles); their troops were promised concessions of large tracts of 
“river-front” land in these same fiefs. They could farm and start a new life in the New 
World—this land called Nouvelle France ~ Canada! 

Please note that many of these Carignan soldiers married King’s Daughters/Filles du Roi. 

These couples became our first ancestral parents from the Québec province. 

TJ LaForest (Lucie LeBlanc Consentino) 
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The Men of Our Heritage were Warriors—Aryan, Native, and Breed 
Chasseurs de Hesse-Hanau 


When we think of the soldiers who were sent here—to Canada, we remember the Carignan- 
Saliéres regiment, whose men remained in large numbers after their service, and who figure 
in many French-Canadian family trees. From this perspective, it may be surprising to 
discover that alliances existed between the United Kingdom and several German 
principalities, so that approximately 10,000 French Canadians have a German Jager soldier 
as an ancestor—of the Chasseurs de Hesse-Hanau (Hunters of Hesse-Hanau)—of 
Canadiénne militiamen, especially those which stormed Washington and burnt the White 
House and participated in many bloody massacres against Whites and savages alike—all 
tasting of hatchet, war club, sword blade, or musket ball, or forced into slavery—predominant 
at Detroit, where all races of men practiced indentured enslavement upon one-another... 


Candlemas Massacre 


Whether captives of war or of mercantile injustices, such as Schenectady, NY (1690) and 
Deerfield, Massachusetts (1704); but, for the Protestants of New England, to be taken 
captive by the French Roman Catholics was a fate worse than death—as hapt them which 
survived the Candlemas Massacre, whence on a snowy January morning in 1692, during 
King William’s War, when an estimated 150 Abenakis commanded by Chief 
Madockawonda and Pére Louis-Pierre Thury, officers of Nouvelle France, entered the 
town of York, Maine, killing about 100 of the English settlers and burning down forty of the 
forty-five house to the ground, taking another estimated 80 villagers hostage, on a forced 
walk to Montréal as a prisoners of war. Such was the fate of ancestress Marie-Anne Herd 
dite Prévost daughter of Elisabeth Roberts and Benjamin Herd, whom had been born about 
1681 in Cochecho, New England (now Dover, Strafford, New Hampshire): She was entrusted 
to the master-gunsmith Pierre Prud'homme and his wife—injer, being baptized and 
confirmed by her adoptive parents, Jean Prévost and Francoise Lamontagne, at Notre- 
Dame de Montréal—fer godfather was the surgeon Jean Martinet dit Fonblanche and her 
godmother Anne Chales, the wife of Pierre Prud'homme: She married Sébastien Cholet dit 
Laviolette in 1705—and they had 11 children. 


Lachine Massacre 


Fortuna was harsher to ancestress Marie-Charlotte Roussel daughter of Barbé Poisson 
and Thomas Roussel, whom was captured by the Iroquois at Lachine—it is believed that she 
probably died before 1698 01 22: Her husband, Pierre Gauthier dit Saguingoira son of 
Jacques Gautier and Marie Bouche | | died of fever (age 74 years), five years later, at 
Lachine, Québec. And, in 1709, ancestors Michel Prézeau dit Chambly son of Marin Prezot 
and Marie Langlois and his wife Marie Chancy daughter of Etiennette Trépe and Gaspard 
Chancy were both killed in the Lachine Massacre. 

“Ordinary Companies of the Sea” 

As with the German Hesse Jager soldiers in Québec, the United Empire Loyalists in the 
British Colonies, which elected to support Britain during the American Revolutionary War of 
Independence (1775-1783), hadst to flee the United States and seek refuge across the border 
when the Americans prevailed. Yet, most of us, of French-Canadiénne origin, often come 
across another group of soldiers who had been stationed in Nouvelle France for much longer: 
la Compagnies franches de la Marine—given their 77-year history, it’s surprising that they 
remain relatively unknown: One of the possible reasons is the anonymity of the soldiers, 
while the lives of officers are well documented, there are no lists or rolls naming the soldiers 
under their command. 

Tracing their history back to 1622, the predecessors of the Compagnies franches de la 
Marine were groups of soldiers stationed on the ships of the French Navy, called 
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“Ordinary Companies of the Sea.” In 1674, the Secretary of State for the Navy Jean- 
Baptiste Colbert renamed them “Troupes de la Marine.” In 1690, they were called 
“Compagnies franches de la Marine.” Despite their name and association with the Ministry 
of the Navy, the companies sent overseas were not naval troops, but colonial army troops. 
The term “franks” (“independent’’) refers to the fact that the troops were not organized into 
regiments. 

ii 

Among myne ancestors are other brave warriors, such as Jean Charles Charlebois dit 
Jolie (Joly) dit Bouét son of Antoine Charlebois and Marie Dosquet—a soldier with M. De 
Crisafy, probably sent by Louis XIV to Nouvelle France, in April 1684, participated with 
Governor de Denonville in the 1686 expedition against the Iroquois at Niagara: (He 
married Marthé Perrier daughter of Marie Gaillard ou Daire and Jean Perrier, on 25 Nov 
1686 at Montréal. 

Ancestor, Jacques Théorét dit Lariviére son of George Triolet and Catherine Pilorgay, 
most likely came to Nouvelle France as a soldier with Le Verrier, 1687, and may have 
fought in the campaigns against the Iroquois in 1689—he married Marie-Agnes Roy 
daughter of Francoise Bouet and Jean Roy on 14 Mar 1701, at Lachine, Quebec. Moreover, 
ancestor Jean Leroy of unknown origins, a Sergent of the Bataillon of Montréal—which 
brought his wife, Francoise Bouet of unknown origins to Montréal in 1659, was killed by the 
Troquois between 1676 04 17 and 1676 05 20 at Lachine, Québec. 

Ancestor Pierre Gareman dit Lepicard husband of Madeleine Charlot was also killed by 
Iroquois, and ancestor Nicolas Pinel husband of Madeleine Maraud daughter of Mathieu 
Maraud and Jeanne Gay had been wounded by the Iroquois and later died of those wounds; 
whereas ancestor Pierre Lefebvre husband of Jeanne Auneau of Trois-Riviéres which hadst 
been captured by the Iroquois in 1648, made a successful escape and returned to his home 
after three mos. of captivity. 

iii 

Sure, eh! many of the la soldat de Carignan Saliéres and their brethren were murdered in 
Indian wars—some, as first French family ancestor Guillaume Couillard, had experienced 
tortures—and others, like Guillaume Hébert—a first French family ancestor and Jean 
LeBlance—supra... were killed, as were Jean LaVallée dit Petit-Jean—aun soldat de Carignan 
Saliéres, whom fell victim to an Iroquois tomahawk long after cessation of conflict with the 
Haudenosaunee League—whose great-grandson is André “Miquette” Millet dit 
Beauchemin, inventor of the Métis Red River cart... and-or ancestor Antoine Pépin, a 
Pembina Métis blacksmith who was killed by the Sioux, as was Jean-Baptiste Malaterre: 
The Sioux hadst always waged a war of attrition against the Méacutetis bison hunters that 
came into their hunting grounds in long trains of Red River carts, preceded by the whine of 
the “babiché” (i.c., the “wet leather strips that held the wheels of their carts onto their 
axles”)—an eerie high-pitched cry that echoed announcement of their coming and arrival. 
This is best portrayed by tragic events of the 1851 Battle of Grand Cocteau. 


Battle of Grand Cétéau 


The men of the Red River fur brigades could out-fight, out-shoot, and out-ride, any other breed 
of humans that has ever lived. Our children never disgraced their fathers or their Indian mothers 
for that matter. They dominated the northern plains so completely that the fur trade lived off the 
produce of their hunting and operated under the protection of their guns. Although there were 
Métis bands living throughout the whole northwest the largest concentrations were within a one 
hundred mile radius of Fort Garry (now Winnipeg MB)—as at Turtle Mountain and Pembina, at 
the very center of North America. Here they formed the cavalry that protected the Hudson’s Bay 
heartland, and from here they sallied forth every year to hunt buffalo and make the pemmican 
that formed the iron rations of the fur trade. 
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The North-West Company was a fur-trading organization which had engaged in aggressive rivalry 
with the Hudson’s Bay Company. This rivalry culminated in violent warfare over the formation of the 
Red River Settlement (1812-1815) and ultimately resulted in the death of twenty two people at the 
1816 Massacre of Seven Oaks—and, as most always, I have ancestors who fought and died on both 
sides, Anglo and French and Native! There were about 28 men on the RRS side, of which, 21 were 
killed... and 65 on the NWC side. of which one was killed, one wounded—and for 26 of the survivors... 
all died within a few years of the fight. On 1821 03 26, a ‘co-partnership’ or an amalgamation between 
the North-West Company and Hudson Bay Company occurred. 


Sioux—“the tigers of the plains” 


The fur country needed no protection from the Cree or Saulteaux. They were no threat; they 
were cousins of the Métis and in-laws of many of the traders themselves. It was the Sioux—“the 
tigers of the plains” that had both the inclination and the power to destroy the fur trade and the 
settlement at the Red River. The Sioux were forced to fight three wars against the genocidical U.S. 
Government before they were pacified and the demoralized West subjugated for Yankee 
frontiersmen to venture into the Bad Lands of the Dakotas. 

The Sioux had a great contempt for the U.S. Cavalry, the protectors of the invaders of their 
lands. They had learned by bitter experiences, however, not to hold the Métis of the Red River fur 
brigades in disdain. Now, every year it was more-and-more necessary to venture further west in 
pursuit of the buffalos. NB: The sale of the pemmican was a supplement to incomes made from 
the sale of furs and work as ‘voyageurs’ and ‘York-boat brigadiers.’ It was also a social event— 
a time to meet and visit once more: Most all of these people held some kinship to one another 
through blood or marriage or just as friends and business associates... and all had a common bond 
as Métis in our First Nations’ grand-mothers (¢.1.). 

From 1844 until 1851, a precarious peace had existed between the two peoples. The year 1851 
would be the largest battle ever fought between the two and as it turned out the final one. As in the 
past, the large hunting party of 1851 was comprised of three brigades. One was from Pembina 
which is on the Red River on the American side of the line. Another from Saint Boniface parish 
and the one from the White Horse Plains, which was the Saint Francois-Xavier parish, west of 
Fort Garry. 

Somewhere near the land mark Maison du Chien (Dog Den Butte), on the Grand Cétéau of the 
Missouri River, five scouts from Saint Francois-Xavier met the largest band of Sioux anyone had 
ever seen. Some were to say later the number could have been over two thousand. These scouts 
were surrounded by the Sioux, although there was a peace pact it was tenuous at best. It did not 
take long for the five men to realize they were to become prisoners. Two of them made good their 
escape at this time and were able to return to the hunting party and give the alarm. In the meantime 
the other three scouts, a McGillis, James Whiteford and Jean-Baptiste Malaterre ®"” were taken 
to the Sioux camp as prisoners. 

As an omen of impending doom, there was an eclipse of the moon that Saturday night, of the 
12" of July. 


Jean-Baptiste Malaterre 8” was the brother of Louis Malaterre husband of Euphrosine Marchand 
(lone survivor of an Indian massacre rescued by him—one of the greatest Métis love stories of the Great 
Interior Prairies), whom was living at Saint Peters Mission in Montana when the men (Gabriel 
Dumont, Moise Ouellette, Michel Dumas, and James Isbister) came down from Canada to induce Louis 
Riel to return with them to Batoché, in June of 1884. 


The Red River conflict of 1869-70 and the Northwest Campaign of 1885 


. Both campaigns were directed by the Canadian State against primarily Métis and First 
Nations peoples. In each case, resistance to Canadian hegemony was centered on, though 
not exclusively led by, Métis leader Saint Louis “David” Riel des Métis. On one side, there 
were the Canadian government mercenary soldiers—dressed in scarlet-red tunics so as not 
to agitate the Natives in wearing blue tunics as worn by the genocidical American death 
squads who were celebrated by British and Anglo-Canadian society. On the other side, there 
were Métis and First Nations warriors who had resisted invasion of the interior by the eastern 
bankers, railroaders, land speculators, and colonizing agents—injer. 
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Those whom resisted the genocide imposed upon them were largely forgotten by the 
English-Canadian public, but were then and still are still respected and commemorated within 
their own communities. 

This dynamic changed in the latter part of the twentieth century. 


A Reign of Terror 


The Red River conflict began in 1869. In the fall of that year, sovereign citizens of the Red 
River settlement—located in what is now Manitoba—formed a provisional government under 
the leadership of Louis Riel. This was done in order to resist the annexation of Red River by 
the Canada Firsters—a group of White racists from Ontario which hated the Indians and 
French-speaking half-breeds. A military expedition was mounted by the government of Sir 
John A. Macdonald in the summer of 1870: It was called the Red River Expedition or the 
Wolseley Expedition, after its commander, Colonel Garnet Joseph Wolseley. 

The expedition saw over 1000 soldiers, approximately 700 of them Canadian, travel by foot 
and train and by boat from Lake Superior to the Red River settlement. All these villainous 
mercenaries were anxious to kill Indians and Frenchmen—and a great reign of terror ensured 
whereof countless innocent folk suffered much abuse and indignity at their hands, as they 
established the beginnings of a “police state” within their midst—ending freedom on the 
plains once and for all! 


Fifteen years later, the Northwest Campaign of 1885 saw Canadian soldiers march west 
once again to suppress the provisional government of the Exovedes—Last of the Freemen 
of the Plains, led by Louis Riel. On the Canadian side, over 5000 mercenary soldiers and 
500 North-West Mounted Police were mobilized for the campaign—and sent into the 
prairies to quell any dissention to foreign occupation. After much marching and several 
small battles, Riel and other indigenous leaders were defeated. Less than four months after 
the first shots of the conflict were fired [ ] the suppression effectively ended with Riel and 
other indigenous leaders captured and put on trial by the conquerors, whom condemned them 
all—most of them unable to understand what was said against them as all proceedings were 
in English—a foreign language. 

These two brief moments in Canadian military history are often relegated to just a few 
paragraphs in Canadian history textbooks. Nonetheless, for many of the people who lived 
through them, they left a powerful impression. 


Orient Express Jew Baron Maurice von Hirsch 


The philanthropic Jewish Colonization Association (ICA) of London and New York was 
founded by philanthropist Baron Maurice de Hirsch in 1891. However, no single person 
was more responsible for the immigration wave than was Clifton Sifton, Minister of the 
Interior: (the Laurier governmental department controlling immigration). 


The Jewish Colonization Association of London and New York was founded by the international banking Jew 
Baron Maurice de Hirsch (1831-1896), who established a railroad connecting Western Europe and 
Constantinople (Turkey) before venturing into colonizing North and South America. It was incorporated in 
London as a joint-stock company whose other shareholders were Baron Edmond de Rothschild, J. Goldsmid, 
Sir Ernest Joseph Cassel, F.D. Mocatta, Benjamin S. Cohen, S.H. Goldschmidt, and Salomon Reinach. In 1893 
de Hirsch’s shares were distributed between the Anglo-Jewish Association, and the Jewish communities of 
Brussels, Berlin, and Frankfurt. The basic endowment was later increased to £8,000,000. The association’s 
offices were located in Paris until transferred to London in 1949. De Hirsch was president until his death in 
1896. He was succeeded by Salomon Goldsmid (1896), Narcisse Leven (1896-1919), Franz Philippson (1919- 
29), Lionel Leonard *Cohen (1929-34), Sir Osmond d’Avigdor Goldsmid (1934-40), Leonard Montefiore (1940— 
47), and Sir Henry Joseph d'Avigdor Goldsmid (1947-7). De Hirsch’s immediate plan envisaged a mass 
emigration (of the Jews) from countries in Europe to Argentina, though circumstances forced ICA to give priority 
to the various needs of Jews in Europe. 


Trans-Atlantic Trading Company 
Two groups of Galicians and Bukowinians, now referred to collectively as Ukrainians, 
arrived in large numbers under the aegis of an agreement with the North Atlantic Trading 
Company (NATC). These settlers came to Canada in the 1890s and 1900s: But the vast 
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majority of English-speaking Canadians deplored the idea of Canada’s admitting “illiterate 
Slavs in overwhelming numbers”; nevertheless, by dint of his forceful personality, status, and 
determination, Sifton, therefore, desperately wanting immigrants with farming experience 
who also had some familiarity with the rough climate of Canada’s Prairies, managed to 
proceed with Sifton’s department sanctioning “a secret arrangement with a clandestine 
organization”—a shipping organization based in Amsterdam, long being a major port of 
call for the Jewish shipping magnates since they were ejected from Spain, from before the 
Inquisition, and where-at they directed commercial shipping with the Americas since before 
the time of Colombe of booking agents and steamship company officials based in 
Amsterdam, whereby the North Atlantic Trading Company (NATC), formerly the Trans- 
Atlantic Trading Company, acquired a monopoly on all Canadian immigration 
promotional work throughout Continental Europe and Scandinavia. 

Over two and a half million people between 1896 and 1914 were all induced to immigrate 
from the Ukraine to North America by agents of Clifford Sifton's North Atlantic Trade 
Company, and were brought by trains owned by the Orient Express Jew Baron Maurice von 
Hirsch, from Eastern Europe to France and on to the fledgling Dominion of Canada via Ellis 
Island (New York, NY USA), where they were settled, after 1897, by Hirsch's Jewish 
Colonization Association of London and New York in collusion with the Department of the 
Interior of the Dominion government in a Bloc Settlement on the Stolen “South Branch” 
Lands of the Exovedes and their First Nations brethren. 


Ukrainian Bloc Settlement 


Between 1898 and 1914, over 6000 such Ukrainians were moved to a large bloc settlement 
around Wakaw. Other bloc settlements followed at: Hafford, Meath Park and Yorkton in 
1901; Lemberg (named after Lviv) in 1902, and Edenbridge in 1905. 

Ukrainian immigration reached a peak between 1911 and 1914. 


These recruitment practices occurred prior to the First World War and contributed to the 
dominant Canadian mood from 1896 to 1920, and subsequent ‘scapegoating’ of Ukrainian 
immigrants. Based on an illusory panacea to alleviate social and economic ‘feudal’ evils of 
the Old Country, emigrants were faced with making a conscious choice to accept a paradisial 
myth perpetuated by unscrupulous immigration agents who omitted facts and distorted the 
truth in their haste to exploit ‘human cargo’ and amass healthy bonuses. Caught in the 
throes of servitude, suffrage suppression, and naiveté [ | immigrants took an enormous risk 
and were at times proved factually mistaken about what and whose social imaginary would 
promote their best interests! 

A Conspiracy of Silence 

Through a conspiracy of silence or cognitive internment, young Ukrainian daughters 
would be assimilated in the guise of domestics working for affluent British-Canadian citizens, 
an arrangement which may have inadvertently facilitated Freudian-likel feelings of shame, 
repugnance, and inferiority about being Ukrainian. Although the Ukrainian intelligentsia 
was more literate, they often saw democracy through rose-colored glasses. That is to say, 
there are multiple, socially constructed “regimes of truth,” which render neither true or false 
relevant to the pre, mid, and post First World War experience. 

The Opening of Canada West set the stage for two polarized cultures mediated through 
historical trauma. The so-called self-identified aristocratic ‘superior race’ of Judeo-British 
nation builders, after signing ‘lying treaties’ with the indigenous peoples and successfully 
relocating them on reservations, had the illusion of an all British Dominion of Canada. The 
sudden appearance of hordes of ‘different’ foreigners shattered this utopian dream. Alarmed 
by the colossal number of new immigrants, the nativist British-Canadians faced the 
problematic of civilizing Ukrainian heterogeneity to British homogeneity—a culture that 
fell short in every dimension of meeting dominant Canadian society’s expectations. Because 
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the Ukrainian proletariat comprised the Canadian Prairie Provinces’ largest proportion of 
foreign immigrants, they threatened “the Anglo-Canadian middle class vision of Canada.” 


My Maternal Ukrainian-Canadian Family Bloodlines 

A Restoration of Solutrean Primordial Origins in Xenian Daughters of Eve 

My matriarchal bloodlines originate in Hetman Dmytro Ivanovych Vyshnevetsky—a 
descendant of Ruthenian magnates, part of the Lithuanian Gediminids bloodline, whom was 
tortured, having his hands cut off and him hung from his ribs outside the walls of an Ottoman 
stronghold [ ] remembered “Baida” in Ukrainian folk songs—the 16th century founder of the 
Zaporozhian Cossacks. 

When the Galicians arrived at Fish Creek, they refused to settlhe—only twenty-one 
families stayed—another source says fifteen families remained. A group which had originally 
been destined for Edmonton set out on foot to Regina and was intercepted by the North-West 
Mounted Police, put into cattle cars, and taken west to Bloc Settlements in the District of 
Alberta. 

In 1899, Guido brought Baba Polly to Canada from Austro-Hungarian crown provinces 
of Galicia and Bukovyna via Ellis Island (NY) as a homesteader at Alvena (RM “Fish 
Creek” on SW 14-41-1-W3 [entered in 1899 and patented in 1903]; formerly Tourond’s 
Coulée—site of one of the three great battles of sovereign Exovede resistance to foreign 
occupation, conquest, and subjugant domination by international banking interests) in 1899; 
one brother settled in New York, and became a tailor; a sister and two other brothers were 
also settled in the Alvena district. They were among the few which chose remain [ ] and were 
left alone to face the savages of the wilds and the bleakness of a first disparaging winter, 
whereof Guido hadst must to dig a hole and cover it with branches and therein winter their 
homestead. In the springtime, Guido Andrij built a small dilapidated shack of sod and 
tarpaper and founded a family that included one Ukrainian Greek Orthodox Bishop, in 
Saskatoon, and one Chief Justice of Saskatchewan, in Regina. 

My great-grandparents established the Ukrainian Greek Orthodox (Catholic) ‘home life’ that | 
was raised under maternal care: “Guido” Andrij (Andrew) Bayda son of Theodorus Fedko 
“Frank’ Bajda Bayda (son of lvan Bayda son of Hawrylo Bayda of unknown origins in the Ukraine) 
and Maria Yakowich of Horodenka and his wife, Paraskevia “Polly” Slusar—a medicine woman 
viz. a herbalist midwife daughter of Pelagna Dmytriga and Ewan (“John”) Slusar—a locksmith and 
metal-worker of-from Zabokryky, Tlumach, located in western Ukraine, which was west of 
Horodenka (part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire since 1772). 

Victoria was one-of-two of the daughters born in Canada to those first fifteen families 
from the Ukraine to settle the Stolen Lands—and it was frowned upon by most of these early 
pioneer families so that their offspring did not miscegenate with the Canadians—neither the 
Whites, meaning the Anglo-speaking half-breeds, nor the Natives, i.e. the French-speaking 
Métis—and this was especially true of those foreigners newly settled upon the plains; 
Victoria was one of but two daughters from among these Ukrainians, mentioned to me by 
Nick Cebryk, who hadst marital relations and children with local men from among the 
oppressed French-speaking half-breeds...—curiously enough, whilest grandpa George 
Fiddler was ranked amongst the French-speaking rebels, his family was sired by Peter 
Fiddler of Bolsover—an Englishman employed by the HBC who'd survived many 
assassination attempts and gun-battles with NWC trappers in any event, thet’s the long and 
short of it, eh! 

Note 
Nick Cebryk played an essential role along with cousin Taras Bayda in the collectivization of 


our South Branch Ukrainian families insomuch as them both having organized and financed many 
industrious excursions to-and-from the Ukraine so as to educate the kids of their families. 
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3. Selection from: 


Pardon Appeal: Reference No.: 4047694 
Darcy John Bouchard 2015-07-01 
Footnote 8 

Reminiscent of the Reign of Terror in the Red River Settlement after the 1869-70 Red 
River Rebellion, when the fledgling “postage-stamp” province of Manitobah was suffering 
its' birthpangs... amongst the numerous Franco-Métis which suffered reprisals was André 
Nault - one of the principle Métis (although he was fully French Canadienne) - he was attacked 
in Pembina by soldiers and left for dead. So too was Gabriel Dumont once attacked in his sleep 
by Canadian interlopers. 

I would like to point out other instances wherein the administration of justice has been 
brought into disrepute by its’ representatives by stating for the record the many assaults and 
unmitigated violence of the Red River Expeditionary Force in Manitoba: Wherewith follows a 
long list of complaints against the Dominion government and their mercenary Red River 
Expeditionary Force sent there to rape, loot and terrorize the poor French-speaking half-breeds 
and Indians. 


The “two men” which I'd previously mentioned - in the document attached to my 
Measurable Benefit/Sustained Rehabilitation Form - as having left me for dead in a dark alley 
were also badge officers - Csts. Ron and Terry - which, knowing full-well that I was out-and- 
about downtown that night, hunted me down in their squad car, finding me in my hiding place, 
and grievously beat me, robbing me of my coveted buckskin jacket with long sleeves and 
fringes... leaving me for dead in a dark alley... later [ | after I'd struggled alone, about a mile to 
the General Hospital, in an utter state of shock with my head puffed out like a black-and-blue 
pumpkin so that I had no neck - commonly referred to by men such as these as a 
“pumpkinhead” - it was these very same two corrupt cops which came to investigate... for 
reasons still unknown to me, they took me away in heavy fetters and handcuffed. They drove 
me to city cells in absolute [radio] silence, detained me in a cell with a malfunctioning sink and 
denied me necessary medical care - my mandible had been broken by the two uniformed 
criminals - and | sat there until morning, unable to find any sort of rest, constantly thinking that 
the cops were going to “escape me” (or, “kill me - and make it look like I had initiated a violent 
struggle’) - and, when the bastards finally did take me back to the hospital, no one from the 
police department ever came to interview me... nor even later. Thus, I lay abed for three days 
in a near comatose state... unable to move. 

My body was covered from head-to-foot in long red welts and sore bruises from their cruel 
batons. My father took me to a lawyer - and got I no help. I went to a psychologist - and I got 
no help. I was sent away from Sask. Justice... and told that “the incident didn't 
happen.” But it did happen... and it happened during the Second Annual CanAm Police- 
Fire Fighters Games, too, (whence there was only an acting Chief-of-Police in charge of the 
Regina City Police Department and the administration was already in chaos and turmoil 
because of it... as - as rumour hadst it - the Chief of Police had been involved in sex scandal 
involving a teenager in a Calgary park): (But what is a rumour? hearsay! just that and nothing 
more - an allegation! and how does that differ from the allegations made against me, eh). 

“When police men break the law, then there isn't any law - just a fight for survival.” 


Billy Jack to corrupt town boss Mr. Posner 
“Billy Jack,” Tom Laughlin, independent film (1971) 


Mark ye this: Whilest I was in the hospital recovering... my apartment was illegally invaded 
by certain members of the Regina City Police Department and illegally searched... and, 
thereafter, I was oft harassed by cops who'd invent reasons to detain and/or arrest me... 
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Appendix One: Ten Pictured Images (full-colour) 


Figure 1: Starless Night 
—painted by Anarkids Jamie Parker, Jennifer Kringle, and Echo Kowitch 


Figure 2: Self-Portrait wearing Poet’s Laurel 
Note the scribe’s red and black pens... blue shirt 
(ca. 2013) Figure 3: 
Chief Dogface... painted for war 
Mascot of Ghost Shirt Books 
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Figure 4: Sizer at Squeegie Corner Figure 5: Coey Kerr 
“The Debutant” is online at Internet Archive 


Figure 6: Ariana May Simpson F!? Figure 7: Me as Chief Dogface 
Last of the Street Kids in Victoria (BC) 
—thrown under a bus 


49 


:Darcy-John:Bouchard(® dit “/i Exduile” de la Méacutetis Branche-sud famille du li Natio Kanata et indignus bastardis 
NATVRALEM HOMINEM INGENUUM * LIBERTUS TERRAM + CIVIS IMPERIUM REGIS 


Figure 8: Closing image used for-in many of my divers YouTube video uploads 


The White Horse plays a pivotal spiritual role in the “spirit medicine” of-for all lines of my 
ancestry: First Nations—as pictured here with the “blood-hand” print painted on the creature’s 
rump [ ] and Méacutetis, as well, whereas Saint-Frangois-Xavier of the Red River Settlement hadst 
prior been known as White Horse Plains... but so too with the Percherons—most of which 
enlisted to colonize Québec within the White Horse Inn (Auberge de Cheval Blanc). More-so, it 
plays a deeper spiritual significant to me whereof concerns a more antiquated Celtic pedigree. 


Figure 9: Figure 9: 
Maurice Leigh Bouchard The Films of Clark Nikolai 
The man whom introduced me to the Arts, 
and one of my greatest inspirations as such. 
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Lazar & Dives lyveden diversly, 
& divers gerdon hadden they therby. 
CHAUCER, The Summoner’s Tale, 1877 - 78 


INVOCATION 


In the Name of the One True GOD, 
Most Gracious, Ever Merciful. 


O Hear: The Lord Our GOD, the Lord is One. 
Proclaim: GOD is Most Great! GOD is Most Great! 


Testify: There is no GOD but Him - the Living, the Eternal, the Almighty, 
the Immaterial, the All-Powerful, the All-Pervading & Benevolent, 

the Omnipotent Lord of the Worlds, the Author of Heaven & earth 

in accordance with the requirements of MA’At - truth, justice, righteousness, & wisdom. 
Praise belongs to GOD, the Creator of Life & death 

in Whose Hand is dominion & irresistible power, 

Holy Is He, & Exalted far above that which we associate with Him: 

the Peaceful, the Faithful, the Guardian over His servants, 

the Shelterer of the orphan & the widow, the Guide of the erring, 

the Deliverer from every affliction, the Friend of the bereaved, 

the Consoler of the broken-hearted & the Reliever of all distress; 

in His Hand is good, & He Is the Generous Lord, 

the Hearer, the Near-at-Hand, the Compassionate, the Very-forgiving, 

whose love for man is more tender than that of a mother-bird for her young. 
"Tis He we worship & He we ask for help. 

Is He not closer than the vein of thy neck? Thou needest not 

raise thy voice, for He Knoweth the secret whisper, & what is yet more hidden. 
He Knows what is in the land & in the sea; no leaf falleth but He Knoweth it; 
nor is there a grain in the darkness under the earth, 

nor a thing green or sere, but it is recorded: in the sight of the Lord 

All Men are Equal. The Decree of God Is at hand, so seek ye not to hasten It. 
He sends down His Angels with Revelation by His Command 

on whomsoever He Pleases, directing: Thou art man! 

Cry — recite in the Name of thy Lord 

Who Created everything! 

Who created man from a clot of coagulated blood - from a drop of fluid. 

Cry! for Thy Lord is Wondrous Kind & Most Beneficent, 

Who by the pen hast taught mankind things they knew not (being blind). 
Who points out the right way, for some ways are devious: the straight path 
of those whom He Hast Favored, not the crooked nor the corrupt path 

of those whom have incurred His Anger nor of those whom have gone astray. 
Had He enforced His Will, He would have guided us all. 
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To everyone WE Have Given a Law & a Way ... & if WE Had Pleased, 

WE Would Have Made you, all mankind, one people — but Have Done otherwise, that 
WE Might Try you in that which WE Have Given unto thee: wherefore 

press forward unto good works. Unto US thou shalt Return, 

& WE Shall Tell you that concerning which thou dost disagree. 

WE have created man committed to toil. Does he think 

no one has power over him? He says: I have spent 

enormous wealth. Does he think no one watches him? 

Have WE not given him two eyes, & a tongue & two lips? 

& pointed out to him the two highways of good & evil? 


Prostrate thyself & draw near to US. 
Extol the perfection of GOD the Most Great. 


All who are in Heaven & Faithful on the earth celebrate 
OUR Praises - & the birds, too, spreading out their wings; each one knoweth its prayer 
& praise. 


ili 


Thanks be to OUR Lord; He Is the Adorable, and only to be adored. 

OUR Lord, the Ever-Existing, the Cherisher, the True Sovereign 

whose mercy & might overshadow the universe, 

the Regulator of the world, & the Light of Creation. His Is our worship; 
He Existed before all things, & will exist after all that is living hast ceased. 


Thou Art to be adored, my Lord; Thou Art the Master, the Loving ...O my Lord, 
Thou Art present everywhere to help & protect Thy servants ...O my Lord, 
Thou Art & I it am only created, the beseecher, the sinner. O my Lord, 

grant me the Love of Thee, & Grant that I may Love Thee, 

Grant that I may Love those that Love Thee. 

Grant that I may do the deeds that win Thy Love. 

Make Thy Love to be dearer to me than the love of self, family or than wealth. 
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a prayer 


O my Lord! Grant me firmness in faith & direction. 

Assist me in being Grateful to Thee & in Adoring Thee in every good way. 

I ask Thee for an innocent heart, which shall not incline to wickedness. 

I ask Thee for a true tongue. 

I pray Thee to defend me from that vice which Thou Knowest, 

& for forgiveness of those faults which Thou Knowest. 

O my Defender! assist me in Remembering Thee & being Grateful to Thee, 

& in worshipping Thee with an excess of my strength. 

Forgive me out of Thy Loving Kindness, & have Mercy on me; for verily 

Thou Art the Forgiver of offences & the Bestower of Blessings on Thy servants. 


Forgive me Lord of lords of mankind - pity a poor sinner. 
Forgive me King of kings of mankind - pity a poor beggar. 
Forgive me GOD of gods of mankind against the mischief of every sneaking whisperer, 
the accuser, who whispers into the minds of Thine Chosen People, 
the Faithful & the True Believers 


Osanna Osanna Osanna 


Kodesh Kodesh Kodesh 


Amen Amen Amen 
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A Note on Book-Binding 


End|Paper Book Signatures 


\ 
‘ 
j 
/ 
/ 
— 


Illustration 2: Basic Design of a Book 
There are at least a dozen methods of binding, and there are unique pros and cons to each 


depending on the purpose of the document. Some bindings are more durable than others; some 
allow your book to lay flat when opened, and some have a very attractive appearance. 
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Hardcover or Case-Binding 
Case-bound book binding, also known as hardcover binding, is by far the best binding 
technique you could pick. In fact, in the past, all major books were hard-bound. Basically, the 
inside pages are sewn together in sections. The sections are then glued to the end-papers which 
are finally glued to the cover’s spine. When opened, case-bound books lay flat on the table. 


Illustration 3: Hollow-back, visible joint. 


Below are listed the “Pros” and “Cons” of case-bound hard-cover binding, but the opinion 
expressing the “Cons” is only applicable to mass-produced printings... and not applicable here, 
whereof concerns a single artwork viz. a bookwork. 


Pros 
Case-bound books are an impressive presentation. They give your book a weighty feel and inspire an air of 
quality. 
Books bound in this manner are highly durable and attract high retail prices. 
Cons 
Cost is the biggest drawback to the technique. The net cost of case binding can be several times the cost of perfect 
binding. 
Weight can be an issue. Case-bound books are generally heavier compared to their counterparts, which can result 
in higher shipping costs. 

There’s nothing quite like a beautiful book that’s been bound to remarkably high standards of 
quality. Either section sewn or bound from single sheets, this sturdier option will ensure your 
book becomes an alluring addition to any coffee table or bookshelf. While a hardcover or case- 
bound book can be more expensive to produce, they do boast a longer shelf life and much higher 
value. 

If you’re planning to sell your work, there really is no substitute. Books bound in a rigid cover 
and finished with material such as vellum or buckram are often produced with a hollow back and 
visible joint so as to open more freely. 


A major difference here is that although I intend to pursue a case-bound hard-cover book 
design—using an old board I’ve saved for this purpose which was painted by one of the 
Anarkids! The front cover, though, will be of an acrylic-painted cloth-board, which has sustained 
some damage but is repairable and reusable for this purpose, for which it was saved—it was 
painted by my brother Boosh and is complemented within the book whereof the frontispiece, a 
collage made by brother Reec—inspired by me. 

A simplified explanation of what I intend to do 

Once the book pages have been properly cut and stacked (as a telephone book), in order—even 
before the edges are inked—-so that they might be clamped for “stitching”: This is done using 
“boards [ | clamped at the spine in at least four-or-five places, whereof the exposed end-pages 
(which constitute the spine) shall be cut in slightly at four-or-five places to create a space for a 
hemp or linen cord be inserted, and glued with the rest of the spine. These cords are left about an 
inch-or-so long on the free ends—both frayed somewhat—and used to attach the covers. 


A rather casual binder can make a full book in an evening so it’s not time constrictive beyond 
waiting for glue to dry and it is something that you can put down and pick up as needed. 
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Basic Tools 


—an awl for punching holes or thick needle to pierce the paper 
—knives 
—a sturdy one for cutting board etc. 
—a scalpel for detailed work 
—a bookbinder’s knife for tearing large sheets into signatures not needed 
—a small bullpen hammer 
—a metal ruler 
—I have a square 
—curved needles for Coptic bound books not needed 
—beeswax for waxing linen thread 
—bonefolders not needed 
—scissors 
—glue brushes 
—various shapes and sizes for various purposes 
—definitely one large 1" foam brush or decent quality art brush to apply glue 
—and one small around 1/2” wide 
—something for pressing, i.e. boards and clamps 
—linen thread and-or hemp cords 
—a weighted box or pail will do (2-5lbs) to press the book down while it dries 


PUR glue to bind our hardcover books 


Elmer’s Glue will do the trick. It’s not acid-free, but that’s ok you can even make your 
own with just some flour and water! 


A Solander Box and Slipcase 
To be made at a later dater—finances permitting. 


Solander boxes and slipcases are the ideal way to store your archive and/or precious 
material. It’s a luxurious form of packaging that can be custom-made to your exact 
requirements. Choose from a variety of styles (shoebox, matchbox, veranda box, 
clamshell box or slipcase) and embellish your logo or title with flashy foil or debossing. 
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The Parts of a Book 


Front Matter 


Each of the following is to be printed upon a recto page, which must be turned to 
reveal its verso, as well as the following recto page—and all recto pages are written 
as odd numbered pages, whereas all front matter is to be numbered in italics, 
beginning with page “7” (“lower case ‘I’”)—and the Title Page is left unnumbered, 
beginning with Page 1. 
Colophon—/ront and back pages 
—a heavy page to which the cover will be attached to the book—oft stamped or 
bearing tags or signatures 
—otherwise nothing is written upon this page 
—in the old days it was much used by librarians, who glued little envelopes 
thereupon, wherein were put cards having the book’s lending history scored— 
shewing whom borrowed it and whence—tt having an identical card stored in a 
box (or boxes) of long mailbox-style boxes wherein the card catalog were 
stored—not-so-much alphabetically, but based upon the Dewey Decimal System 
of allocating tomes to shelves in sensible order, which is pretty much how 
libraries still function 


Frontispiece 
—usually made of a heavier, stronger paper than the rest of the book 
—an illustration, upon the verso page facing the half-title, usually covered by a 
protective sheet of vellum 
Half-Title 
—the first true recto page, upon which is simply written the title (and naught else), 
being placed in the topmost outside corner 
—the page is otherwise left blank—both recto and verso 


Title Page—recto 
—upon which is written the title, any subtitles, the author’s names [ ] and a prolusion, 
if appropriate 
Prolusion 
—a short introductory essay preceding the text of a book 
—a warm-up, tune-up, as exercising in preparation for strenuous activity 
—a summary of all the prologues following—consecutively and comparatively... 
exemplified 
Title Page—verso 
Any relevant publication data is here writ, using a smaller font, any publishing history, and, 
beneath, printed using a tiny font, is such as the book title, name of author, Library of 
Congress Catalog Number LCCCN) and-or International Serial Book Number (ISBN) 
(Table of) Contents 
—a Title Page for any book should include “exordium” 
—a laying out / explaining of the different sections / parts concisely 
—a smaller font beneath each heading 
List of Illustrations 
List of Maps 
List of Genealogical Trees 
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Here the Book Proper forthwith Begins 
Each of the following is begun with a recto page—and all recto pages are written 
as odd numbered pages, beginning with “Page 1” (it may-or-may not be numbered): 
“Page 2” (it may-or-may not be numbered) on the verso page following, continuing 
the text of the “foreword” and beginning to number all following pages, starting with 
“Page 3”— only exclusive of certain exceptional pages. 
Foreword 
—a short introduction to a book, typically by a person other than the author 
Preface 
—something, usually of an explanatory kind, spoken before: 
—the beginning or introductory portion that comes before the main text of a 
document or book 
—written by author 


Introduction 
Book the First, &c... 


—each “Book” should begin with its own prologue, and 
—a separate introductory section 


Prologue 
—e.g., “a component of a computer program that prepares the computer to execute a routine” 


Part the First, &c... 
Section One, &c.—prose works viz. Canto One, &c.—poetical works 


Preamble 
—each part / section begins with a preamble 
—an introductory statement of purpose, aims, and justification—including the 
prolegomenon 
Prolegomenon 
—the first part is / will be the Prolegomenon 
—a formal essay or critical discussion serving to introduce and interpret an 
extended work 
—a critical or discursive introduction to a book 


Text 
Book—Part—Section—Chapter 
Proem 
—each chapter / section should begin with a proem—as a ‘preface’ or ‘preamble’ to a 
book or speech 
Conclusion 
—the last part of each book 
—a review and-or comment (1.e., closing statements should suggest content of 
following text) 
Epilogue 
—a section or speech at the end of a book or play that serves as a comment on or a 
conclusion to what has happened 
—to summarize all closing statements 
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Back Matter 


Addendum 


An item of additional material, typically omissions, added at the end of a 
book or other publication. 


Afterword 


A concluding section in a book, typically by a person other than the author 


Comments made by First Readers—if any 


Appendices 
List of Abbreviations 
List of Names (2 + 3)—Alphabetical 
List of Places—Alphabetical 
List of Ships—AlIphabetical 
List of Battles—AlIphabetical 
List of Battles—Chronological 
List of Things—AIphabetical 
List of Foreign Words, including archaic words, etymology and definition 
Alphabetized 
List of most important source material 
Note: ISBN or IMDB or LCCCN and www.address, etc... 


Alphabetized 
List of Names of quoted speakers / writers 
List of Works Quoted 


Glossary 
Index 


Ghost Shirt Books List of Publications Advertisement—Illustrated 


59 


:Darcy-John:Bouchard(® dit “li Exduile” de la Méacutetis Branche-sud famille du li Natio Kanata et indignus bastardis 


NATVRALEM HOMINEM INGENUUM * LIBERTUS TERRAM * CIVIS IMPERIUM REGIS 


Ghost Shirt Books Publications 


Encyclopedia Exovede 
A reference source concerning the families of the South Branch Resistance 


The Worm-Eaten Scrolls 
Scholarly Poetry based on Ancient History and the Bible 


The Battle of Batoché 


The only true historical account of Canada’s defining historical event 


A Saga of the Bois-Bralé 
A History of the Plains Métis up until the time of “The Battle of Batoché” 
A Synoptic Gospel 
The Good News of Apostolic Saints Mark, Matthew and Luke told as one story 
Poesieroticuriosa 
A collection of love poetry and prose 
Paeaneltiado Poézio 


A collection of longer poetry and prose—illustrated 


Canadjun, eh! A Book of Canadiana Poetry and Prose 
Poetry and prose about the First French Family, Québécois and Acadians, and Plains Métis and First Nations peoples 


An Uncommon Girl, or the Hight of Punkin’ Cheri 
A Child’s Story in Song—illustrated 


A Lai of the Dying Cow-Hand’s Lamentation 
A Ballad of the Old West—illustrated 


Bound by Nature’s Law of Love 
A Satyr Play—intended for a mature audience 


The Glefisa of Bright Knowledge 
A poetic history of Celtic mythology—illustrated 


An Essay on Diderot’s, La Religieuse 


Before the Common Era 
An Illustrated History of the Ancient World unto the time of Shepherd-King David 


Poems and Prayers in Honour of Sainte-Jehanne D’ Arc ‘la Pucelle’ du Orléans 
The Mystic Tower & the Tree of Life 


A book in three parts on esoteric philosophy—illustrated 


Part One: Esoteric Teachings and Theories on Life and Death 
Part Two: The Tree of Life: The Ten Sephiroth and Twelve Chakras and Sevenfold Nature of Iself 
Part Three: An Introduction to Brain Mechanics and Understanding Basic Psychology 


On the Damnable Visions and Epiphanes of the Deplorable Dr. Faustus 
An Investigation into the Renaissance Origin of the New World Order 


On the Nature of Death and Dying 
The Cyclic Journey of the Heroic Fool throughout Mythological History, based on the Tarot and Jungian Archetypes 


The Untold Story of Adolf Hitler 
Illustrated 


The Unde Malum of Citizen Mayfly 
A Middle School Colouring Book for Goth kids 


Sic Bo: The Rich and the Dead 


A Concise History of the Vancouver Gang Scene prior to Covid 


Coeur de la Légion Etrangére 
A Simplified History of the French Foreign Legion—illustrated 


Slut Cult of Sleaze 


An Illustrated History of Sexploitation Cinema in the Swinging Sixties and Seventies 


and many other titles soon to be available 
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